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THE” 
PROLOGUE 
TO THE 
KinGc's Majeſty. 


O U R Majeſty is welcome to a Fair; 
Such Place, ſuch Men, fuch Language, and fuch Ware, 
You muſt expe : with theſe, the zea ous Noiſe 
Of your Lands Faction, ſcandaliz'd at Toys, 
As Babies, Hobby- bor ſes, 2 
And fuch like Rage, whereof the petulant Ways | 
Yourſelf have known, and have — veæ d with long. 
Theſe for your Sport, without particular Mreng, 
Or juft Complaint of any private Mau, 


(Mo of himſelf, or ſhall think a. Hor can 
De Maker doth preſent ; and hopes, To: Night, 
fo give you, fur a Fairing, true Delight. © 


The Induclion on the Stage. 


Stage-keeper. 
ADARENTLEMEN, have a little Patience, 
K they are e'en upon coming, inſtantly. He 
that ſhould begin the Play, Maſter Littleavit, 
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the Proctor, has a Stitch new fall'n in his 
8 black Silk Stocking ; *twill be drawn up 
ere you can tell Twenty. He plays one o'the Arches, that 
dwells about the Hoſpital, and he has a very pretty Part. 
But for the whole Play, will you ha the Truth on't ? (I 
am looking, leſt the Poet hear me, or his Man, Maſter 
Proom, behind the Arras) it is like to be a very conceited 
ſcurvy one, in plain Engl. When't comes to the Fair, 
once: you were e' en as good go to Virginia, for any 
Thing there is of Smithfield. He has not hit the Hu- 
mours, he do's not know 'em ; he has not converſed with 
the Bartho.omexzv-birds, as they ſay; he has ne'er a 
Sword and Buckler-man in his Fair, nor a little Dawy, 
to take Toll o'the Pawds there, as in my Time, nor a 
Ki d. heart, if any body's Teeth ſhould chance to ake in 
his Play. Nor a Juggler with a well educated Ape to 
come over the Chain, for the King of England, and back 
again for the Prince, and fit ſtill on his Arſe for the Pope, 
and the King of Spain None o'thele fine Sights! Nor 
has he the Canvas-cut the Night, for a Hobby-horſeman 
to creep into his ſhe Neigl:bour, and take his Leap there! 
Nothing ! No, and ſome Writer (that I know) had had 
but the Penning © this Matter, he would ha'made you 
ſuch a Fig-a. jog i' the Booths, you ſhould ha' thought an 
Earthquake had been i'the Fair! But theſe Maſter- 
Poets, they will ha' their own abſurd Cœurſes; they will 
be inform'd of nothing! He has (S:r-rewverence) kick'd 
me three or four I inies about the Tiring-houſe, I thank 
him, for but offering to put in, with my Experience. 
PII be judg'd by you, Gentlemen, now, but for one Con- 
Ccit of mine] Would not a fine Pump upon the Stage ha 
done 
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done well, for a Property now ? and a Punt ſet under upon 
her Head, with her Stern upward, and ha' been ſous'd 
by my witty young Maſters o'the Ins & Court ? what 
think you o'this for a Show, now? he will not hear o 
this! Iam an Aſs! I! and yet I kept the Szage in 
Maſter Tarleton's Time, I thank my Stars. Ho! and 
that Man had liv'd to have play'd in Partho/omew Fair, 

ſhould ha' ſeen him ha' come in, and ha” been co- 
zen'd i' the Cloath-quarter, ſo finely ! And Adams, the 
Rogue, ha leap'd and caper'd upon him, and ha' dealt 
his Vermin about, as tho' they had coſt him nothing. 
And then a ſubſtantial Watch to ha' ſtol'n in upon *em, 
and taken em away, with miſtaking Words, as the 
Faſhion is, in the Stage Practice. 4 


Boakbelder'; Scrivener. | [To him. 


Boot. How naw? what rare Diſcourſe are you faln 
upon? ha? ha' you found any Familiars here, that you 
are ſo free? what's the Buſineſs ?: 460 

Sta. Nothing; but the underſtanding Gentlemen o'the-- 
Ground, here, ask'd my Judgment. _ FIG 127 

Book. Your Judgment, Raſcal ? for what? | ſweeping _ 
the Stage? or gathering up the broken Apples for the 
Bears within? Away Rogue, it's come to a fine Degree 
in theſe Spectacles when ſuch a Youth as you pretend to 
a Judgment. And yet he may, the moſt o'this Matter 
1 Faith : For the Author hath writ it juſt to his Meridian, 
and the Scale of the grounded Judgments here, his Play- 
Fellows in Wit. Gentlemen, not for want of 4 Pro- 
lgue, but by way of a new one. I am ſent out to you here, 
with a crivener, and certain Articles drawn out in haſte” 
between our Author and you; which if you pleaſe to 
hear, and as they appear reaſonable, to approve of; the 
Play will follow preſently. Read, Scribe, gi'me the 
Counterpane. . | | 1 1 

Ser. ARTICLEs of Agreement, indented; between the 
Spectators or Hearers, at the Hope on the Bankſide, in 
the County of Surry on the one Party; and the Author 
of Bartholomew Fair in the ſaid Place and County, 
on the other Party: the one and thirtieth Day of 

A 3 Octob. 


vi We lIN DU TTORN. 
Oc 161 n and in the twelfth Year of the Reign of our 
Sovereign Lord, JAMES by the Grace of God, King of 
England, France, ind Ireland, Defender of the Faith. And 
of Scotland the ſeven and fortietn. T4 
ImPRIM1s, It is covenanted and agreed, by and be- 
tiveen the Parties aboveſaid, and the ſaid Spectators, and 
| Hearers, as well the Curious and Envious, as the Fa- 
vouringarid- Judicious, as alſo the grounded Judgments: 
and Underſtandings, do for themſelves ſeverally cove- 
nant and' agree to remain in the Places, their Money or 
Friends have put them in, with Patience, for the Space 
of two: Hours and an half, and ſomewhat more. In 
which Time the Author promiſeth to preſent them by 
us, with a new ſufficient Play call'd BAR THoLomew 
Fal a, merry, and as full of Noiſe, as Sport: made to 
delight all, and to offend none. Provided they have ei- 
ther the Wit or the Honeſty to think well of themſelves. 
It is further agreed tliat every Perſon, here, have his 
or their Free will of Cenſure, to like or diſlike at their 
own Charge, the Author having now departed with his 
Riglit: It ſfiall be lawful for any Man to judge his fix 
Pen' orth, his twelve Pen orth, ſo to his eighteen Pence, 
two Shillings, half a Crown, to the Value of bis Place: 


provided always his Plaee get not above his Wit. And 
if he pay for half a Dozen, he may cenſure for all them 


too, ſo that he will undertake that they ſhall be ſilent. 
He ſtall pd in fon Cenſures here, as they do for Lors at 
the · Lotiery. Marry if he drop but Sixpence at the Door, 
and will cenſure a Crown's-worth,, it is thought there is 
no Conſcience, or Juſtice in that. 5 

It. is alſo agreed; that every Man, here, exerciſe his 
own Judgment,. and not cenſure by Cantagiat, or upon 
Teuſt,, from another's Voice, or Face, that ſits by bim, 
be he never ſo firſt, in the Cammriſam of Wit: 28 allo, 
that he be fix'd and ſettled in his Cenſure, that what he 
approves, or not approves To-day, he will do the ſame 
Tomorrow, and if Tomorrow, the next Day; and ſo 
the next Week (if Need be] and not to be a a- 
bout by any that fits on the Ber with him, though 
they inckte and arraign- Plays: daily. He that will 


fwear. Jeranime ar Audrantaus ave the bet Plays, "pes 
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ſhall-paſs unexcepted-at, here; as a. Man whoſe: Judg- 
rent. ſhows iv is conftn; 2 — 
and twenty, or thirty Years. Though it be an {ymorauce, 
it is —— ſtay d Ignorance-; and next to Muth, 
2 confirm'd: Error does well ; ſuch. a one the Auther 
lnows where to find him. | ; 

It is further covenanted, concluded; and. agreed, that 
how. great ſoever the Expectation be, no Perſon, here, is 
to expect more than he knows, or better Ware than a 
Fair will afford; neither to look. back to the Sword and 
Buckler Age of Smithfield, but content himſeif with. the 
. —— — 

awds, the Art promiſe: 2 

with a Leerc- drunkard, two or three to attend! him, in 
as good Equipage as you would wiſh, And: then. for 

2 a fine oily. Rigenuoman 
with her Tapfter, ta bid: you walcome, and a Concertaf 
Prarers. for Mufick. A wiſe Fzftice of Peacemedrtant, 
inſtead af: a. Tuggler, with. an . & civil:Cutpure- 
fſearchant. A ſweet Singer of new. Ballads al/arant: and 
as freſh an Hypocrite, as ever was broach'd rampant. 
If there be never a Servant-monſter i'the Fair, who 
can help it? he ſays, nor a Neſt of Antiques ? He is 
loth to make Nature afraid in his P/ays, like thoſe that 
beget Tales, Tempeſis, and ſuch like Drolleries, to mix 
his Head with other Men's Heels, let the Concupiſence- 
of 7igs and Dances reign as ſtrong as it will amongſt 
= : yet. ibthe-P uppers. will ꝑlenſe any body, they ſhall 


entreated to come in. JE 

In Confidenation.of whith, it is finally agreed, by the 
foreſaid Hearens. and: . that. they neither in 
themſelves conceal, nor-: by them to be concealed 
any State-decypheren, or Poligck Picat of the Scene, 
ſo ſolemnly ridiculous, as ta ſeanch out, who was meant 
by the Gingerbread-womag, who by the Hobbybor ſe-man, 
who by the Coftard-monger, nay, who by their Wares. 
Or that will pretend to affirm (on his own inſpired - 
norance) what Mirror of Magiſtrates is meant by the 
Juſtice, what great Lady by the Pi „ What con- 
cealed Statesman, by the Seller of Mouſetraps, and fo of 
tha reſt. But that ſuch Perſon, or Perſons ſo found, be 
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left diſcovered to the Mercy of the Author, as a Forfei- 
ture to the Stage, and your Laughter, aforeſaid. As 
alſo, ſuch as ſhall ſo deſperately, or ambitiouſly, : play 
the Fool by his Place aforeſaid, to. challenge the Author 
of Scurrility, becauſe the Language ſomewhere ſayours of 
Smith field, the Booth, and the 18 z or of Prophane- 
neſs, becauſe a Madman cries, God quit you, or bleſs you. 
In Witneſs whereof, as you have prepoſterouſly put to 
your Seals already (which is your Money) you will now 
add the other Part of Suffrage, your Hands: The Play 
thall preſently begin. And though the Fair be not kept 
in the ſame Region, that ſome here, perhaps, would 
have it, yet think, that therein the Autl or hath obſerv'd 
a ſpecial Decorum, the Place being as dirty as Smithfield, 
and as ſtinking every whit. 8 | 
Howfoever, he prays you to believe, his Ware is till 


the iame, elſe you will make him juſtly ſuſpe& that he 
that is ſo loch to look on a Baby, or an Hobby- bor ſe, here, 


would be glad to take up a Commodity of them, at any 


ALaugnter, or Loſs, in another Place. 
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ACT I. SCENE I. 
Littl-wit. [To him] Nn. 


RET TV Conceit, and worth the 
Ms finding! I ha' ſuch Luck to ſpin out 
CW theſe fine Things ſtill, and like a Silk- 
worm, out of myſelf. Here's Maſter 
DIS Bartholomew Cokes, of Harrow o'th' 
TERA: Hill, th” County of Midaleſex, Eſq; 
takes torth his Licence, to marry Miftreſs Grace Welborn 
of the ſaid Place and. County : and when do's he take it 
forth ? To-day ! the four and twentieth of Auguft 
Bartholomew Day | Bartholomew upon Bartholomew !' 
there's the Device! who would have mark'd ſuch a leap- 
frog Chance now ? A very leſs then Ame ace, on two 
Dice ! well, go thy Ways, Fohn Little-auit, Proctor 
Jobn Little wit: One o the pretty Wits o' Paul's, the 
Little vit of London ( ſo thou art calle) and ſomething 
beſide. When a Quirk, or a Quillin do's ſcape thee, and 
thou doſt not watch, and apprehend it, and bring it afore 
the Conſtable of Conceit : (there now, I ſpeak Quib too) let 
'em carry thee out o'the Archdeacon's Court, into his 
Kitchin, and make a Fack of. thee, inſtead of a John. 
(There | am again la!) Vin, Good Morrow,” Win. I 
marry, Win! Now you look finely indeed, Tin! this 
Cap does convince ! you'd not ha“ worn it, Vin, nor ha! 
F A 5 | had. 
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had it Velvet but a rough Country Beaver, with a Cop- 
per Band, like the Conty-sin Woman of Budge-row ? 
Sweet Win, let me kiſs it.!- And, her fine high Shoes, 
like the Span Lady! Good Win, go alittle, I would 
fain ſee thee pace, pretty Win! / By this fine Cap, I 
could never leave kiſſing on't. 
Win. Come, indeed la, you are ſuch: a Fool till! 
Lit. No, but half a ene, Vin you are the t'other half: 
Man and Wife make one Feok, Vin. (Good !) Is there. 
the Proctor or Doctor indeed, i' the Dioceß, that ever 
h:d the Fortune to win him ſuch a Win / (There I am 
again h. T do feel Coneeits-coming; upon me, more than. 
I am able to turn Tongue to. A Pox o' theſe Pretenders 
to Wit ! your Three Cranes, Mitre, and Mermaid Men ! 
Not a Corn of true Salt, nor a Grain of right Muſtard 
amongſt them all. They may ſtand for Places or ſo, a- 
gain the next Vt fall, and pay Two-pence in a Quart 
more for their Canary, than other Men. But gi'me the 
Man, can ftart up a Fuſtice of, Wit out of Six-Shilling | 
Beer, and give the Law to all the Poets, and Poet-/uchers 
che Town, becauſe they are the Players Goſſips ? Slid, 
other Men have Wives as fine as the Players, and ao ell 
dreſsd. Come hither, Vin. i 2 
 "FOENE m. | Mu 
Vi n-wiſe, Litthe-ait;, Win. 
Win. Why, how now, Maſter Little-wwit ! meaſuring 
of Lips: or moulding of Kiſſes? which is it ? 
Lit. Troth Lam a little taken with my Win's Dreſſing 
here | Do'ſt not fine Maſter Win-wife ? How do you 
_ -apprehend, Sir? She would not ha* worn this Habit. I 
:hallenge all Cheapfide, to ſhew ſuch another: Moor- 
Aldi, Pimlico Path, or the Exchange, in a Summer Even- 
ing, with a Lace to boot as this has. Dear Vn, let 
Maſter Nin. auiſt kiſs. you. He comes a wooing to our 
Mother Vin, and may be our Father perhaps, Win. 
There's no Harm in him, Vin. | 
Mir ao. None i'the Earth, Maſter Liztle-quit. 
Litt. I envy no Man m Delicates, Sir. 
Win-w, Alas, you ha'the Garden where they 
- Rill! A Wife here with a Strawberry-breath, Cherry 
lips, 4pricor-cliccks, and a ſoft Velvet Head, like a We 
licottan. Lit. 


lately by the 
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Zis Good:i'Faith! now Dulneſs upon me, that E had 

rcithat before him, that I thou por light on's a well 

as he . Velvet-head 

Win-w. But my Taſte, Maſter Liteld-xit, ters toy 
Fruit of a lacey Kind: the ſobor Matron, uw Wife's 

Lin. II We know you are a Suitor, Sir. Win, and! 
I both, wiſh you well: by this Licence here, would you 
kad her, that your two Names were as faſt in it, as here 
area Couple. Min would fain have a fine young Father 
!Law, with a Feather; that her Mother might hood it, 
and chain it, with Mrs. Ocer-dai. But nn 
the right Courſe, Maſter Vim nuit. 

Hin au. No? Maſter Littie-vit, why! 

Lit. Vou are not mad enough. 

Min- au. How ? Is Madneſs a right Courſe ? 

Lit. I ſay: nothing, but E wink upon Min. You have a 


Friend, one (Mafter 2arbzs). comes here ſometimes > 


Hine. Why? He makes no Love to her, do's he 
Lit. Not a Token- worth that ever I e 
But—— 
Miran What? | 
Lit. He is the more r You donet 
apprehend. me. 
Vir. You: have a hot 9 Mouth, now, you 
cannot hold. 
Lit. Let me cud within; dear Win. | 
Min. I'll tell him myſe. 
Lit. Do, and take all the Thanks, and much Good do 
thy pretty Heart, Fin. 8 
Wa. Sir, My: Mother has had: her Nath wafcaſ 
cunning Men in Coao- laue, and they ha 
told her her Fortune, and do inſure her, ſhe. ſhall never 
have happy Hour; unleſs he marry within this Sem night, 
and when it is, it mutt be a Madman, they-ſay. ' 
= L 2 muſt be a Gentleman Madman. 
22. Yes, o the bother Man of Moor fields ſ; 
Win-w. But do's ſhe believe 'em? © % | 
Lit. Ves, and ha's been at Bedlam twice ſince, every 


Day, to enquire if any Gentleman be there, or to come 
there, mad ! 


Ni- u- 
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Win-w."Why, this is a Confederacy, a meer Piece of 
Practice upon her, by theſe Impofſtors? 


Lit. I tell her ſo ; or elſe ſay I, that they mean ſome: | 


young madcap Gentleman (for the Devil can equivo- 
cate, as well as a Shopkeeper) and therefore I would ad- 
viſe you, to be a little madder, than Maſter Tm 
hereafter. 
in. Where is ſhe ? ſtirring yet! a 
Lite. Stirring! Ves, and ſtudying an old Elder, come 
from Banbury, a Suitor that puts in here at Meal-tide, 


to praiſe the painful Brethren, or pray that the ſweet | 


Singers may be reſtor'd ; ſays a Grace as long as his 
Breath laſts him ! Sometime the Spirit is fo ſtrong with 
him, it gets quite out of him, and then my Mother, or 
Win, arefain to fetch it again with Malmſey, or Agua 
Cœleſtis. 

8 - Ves, indeed, we have ſuch a tedious Life with 
him for his Diet, and his Clothes too, he breaks his 
Buttons, and-cracks Seams at every Saying he ſobs out. 

Fob. He cannot abide my Vacation, he ſays. 

Vin. No, he told my Mother, a Proctor was a Claw of 
the Jeaſt, and that ſhe had little leſs than committed Abo- 
mination in marrying me ſo as ſhe has done. 

Fob. Every Line (he ſays) that a Proctor writes, when 
it comes to be read in the Biſhop's Court, is a long black. 
Hair, comb'd out of the Tail of Antichrift. 

Win-w. When came this Proſelyte ? 

_ Some three Days fince. _ 

8 C E NE III. 
tne, Jobn, Win, Win-wife. 

Quar. O Sir, ha' you ta'en Soil, here ? it's well, a Man 
may reach you, after three Hours running, yet ! what an 


unmerciful Companion art thou, to quit thy Lodging, 
at ſuch ungentle manly Hours? None but a ſcatter'd _ 


Covey of Fidlers, or one of theſe Rag - xakers in Dung- 
bills.” or ſome Marrow-bone Man at moſt, would have 
been up, when thou wert: gone abroad, by all Deſcrip- 
tion. y thee what au'it thou, thou canſt not ſleep? 
haſt thou — i'thy Eyelids, or Thiſtles i' thy Bed. 
M in- au. I cannot tell: It ſeems you had neither i your 
Feet, that took this Pain to find me. 
; Quar. 


D wwe © i - .-. wa 
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Company, Fohn, when I drunk and you have this 
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2uar. No, and J had, all the Lime-hounds o'the Ci- 
ty ſhould have drawn after you, by the Scent rather, 
Mr. John Little-wwit ! God ſave you, Sir. *Twas a hot 
Night with ſome of us, laſt Night, Jobn: ſhall we 
pluck a Hair o'the ſame Wolf, Io-day, Proctor John? 

Job. Do you remember, Maſter Quarlous, what we: 
diſcourſed on laſt Night? 3 

Quar. Not I, Jobs; nothing that I either diſcourſe: 
or do, at thoſe Times I forfeit all to. Forgetfulneſs. 

Job. No? not concerning Vir, look -yow-:- there 
ſhe is, and drefs'd as I told you-ſhe ſhould be: hark you, 
Sir, had you forgot? E 

Quar. By this Head, I'll beware how I keep 2 
gerous Memory ! that's certain. 

Jeb. Why, Sir Þ 

2uar. Why ? we were all a hitle ſtain'd laſt Night, 
ſprinkled with a Cup or two, and I agreed with Proctor 
John here, to come and do ſomewhat with Vin (1 know 
not what *twas) To-day ;. and he puts me in Mind on't, 
now, he ſays he was coming to fetch me: before Truth, 
if you have that fearful Quality, Jobs, to remember, 
when you are ſober, Fobn, what you promiſe. drunk, 
John; I ſhalt take heed of you, Jobn. For this once, I 
am content to wink at you, where's your Wife ; come hi- 
ther, Win. ¶ He kiffeth her. | 5 

Win. Why, John ] do you ſee this, Tobn? look you 
help me, Fohn. 521 | 

Job. O Win, fie, what do you mean, Wir! Be wo- 
manly, Vin; make an Outcry to your Mother, Vin!“ 
Maſter 2zarlous is an honeſt Gentleman, and our worſhip- 
ful good Friend, in: and he is Maſter Wir-wife's Friend 
too: and Maſter Win-wife comes a Suitor to your Mo- 
ther, Win, as | told you before Vin, and may, perhaps, 
be our Father, Vin; they'll do you no Harm, Vin, 
they are both our worſhipful good Friends. Maſter Quar- 
lous ! you muſt know Mr. 2uarlous, Min; you muſt not 
quarrel with Maſter Quarhus, Win. 

Y2uar, No, we'll kiſs again and fall in, 

Job. Yes, do, good Vin. 

Win. I'Faith you're a Fool, ohn. 


Fob. 
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Jab. A Fool-Fobn. ſhe. calls me, do you mark that, 
Gentlemen. ? pretty Littlewit of Velvet ! a Feol- John # 
Quar. She may call you an Apple-Jobn, if you uſe; 
18. a 
IW::-w. Pray thee forbear, for my Reſpect, ſomewhat, 
2uar. Hoy-day | how reſpective you are become o dhe 
fudden ! I fear this Family will turn you reformed too, 


pray you come about again. Becauſe ſhie is in poſlibility 


to be your Daughter- in lw, and may ask you Bleſſing 
hereafter, when ſhe courts it to Tot nbam to eat Cream. 
Well, I will forbeer, Sir, but i' Faith, would thou would'ſt 


leave thy Exerciſe of Widow- hunting once] this draw- 


ing after an old reverend Smock by the Splay-font : 

There cannot be an antient Tripe or Tyillibubi'the Ton, 
but thou art ſtraight noſing it, and tis a fine Occupation. 
thou' It confine thyſelf to, when thou haſt got one; fcrub-- 
ing a Piece of Buff, as if thou hadſt the Perpetuity of Pan- 

vier- alley to ſtink in; or perhaps, worſe, 8 a. 
Carcaſs, that thou haſt bound thy ſelf to alive. III be 
ſworn, ſome of them (that thou art, or haſt been a Sui- 
tor to) are ſo old, as no chaſte or married Pleaſure can 
ever become em: the honeſt Inſtrument of Procreation, 
has. (forty Years ſince) left to belong to em. thou muſt 
viſit em, as thou wouldſt do a Tomb with a Torch, or 
three Handfuls of Link, flaming hot, and ſo thou may'ft: 
hap to make em feel thee, and, after, come to inherit ac. 
- cording ta thy Inches. A ſweet, Courſe for a Man to 
waſte the Brand of Life for, to be ſtill taking himſelf a 
Fortune in an old Woman's Embers; we ſhalt ha" thee, 
after thou haft been but a Month rnarried to one of em, 
look like the Quarter Ague, and the black Faundics 


met in a Face, and walk as if thou had'ſt borrowed Legs 
of a Spinner, and Voice of a Cricket. I would endure: 
to hear fifteen Sermons a Week for her, and ſuch coarſe 


and loud ones, as ſome of em muſt be; I would e' en 
deſire of Fate, | might dwell in a Drum, and take in a 


Drum, and take in my Suſtenance, with an old broken . 


Tobacco-pipe and a Straw. Doſt thou ever think to 
bring thine Ears or Stomach to the Patience of a dry 
Grace, as long as thy Tablecloth ? and droan'd out by 
thy Son here, that might be thy Father, 1ill all. the 

Meat 
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Meat o'the Board has forgot, it was that Day i' the Kitch- 
in? Or to brook the Noiſe made, in a Queſtion of Pre- 
duſtination, by the good Labourers and painful Eaters, 
aſſembled together, put to em by the Matron, your 
Spouſe ; who moderates with a Cup of Wine, ever and 
anon, and 2 Sentence out of Kzox between? or the per- 
petual Spitting, before. and after a ſober drawn Exbor. 
tation of fix |, Say whoſe better Part was the Ham- 
ha-hum ? Or to bear Prayers groan'd out, over thy iron 
Cheſts, as if they were Charms to break 'em ? And all 
this for the Hope of two Apoſtli-ſpoons to ſuffer | and a 
Cup to eat a Cawdle in!] For that will be thy Legacy. 
She'll ha'conveyed her State, ſafe enough from thee, an 
ſhe be a right Widow. _ _. 
Wir. Alas, I am quite off that Scent now. 
2uar. How ſo? 
Win-w. Put off by a Brother of Banbury, one, that, 
they ſay, is come here, and governs all, already. 

2uar. What do you call him? I knew divers of thoſe 
Banburians when I was in Oxford. 

Win-w. Maſter Little-wit can telbus. 

Job. Sir! good Vin, go in, and if Maſter Bartholo- 
mew Coke's Man come for the Licence (the little old 
Fellow) let him ſpeak with me; what ſay you, Gentlemen? 

Win-w. What call you the rev Elder ? you told 
me of ? your Banbury man. . 

Job. Rabby Buß, Sir, he is more than an Eldar, he 
is > Prophee, Sir. "7p 46 

Quar. O, I know him ! a Baker, is he not? 

Job. He was a Baker, Sir, but he do's dream now, and 
ſee Viſions, he has given over his Trade. 5 
2uar. I remember that too: out of a Scruple he took, 
that (in ſpic'd. Conſcience) thoſe Cakes. he made were. 
ſery'd to Bridals, May-poles, Morrifſes, and ſuch prophane 
Feaſts and Meetings; his Chriſtian-name is Zeal-of the 


land. 
Foh. Ves, Sir, Zeal-of the-land Buß. 
Wir-w, How, what a Name's there | 
Job. O, they have all ſuch Names, Sir; he was Wit- 
neſs, for Win, here, (they will not be call'd Godfathers} 


and nam'd her H'in-the-fight, you thoughther Name had 
been H/;nifred, did you not: Win-w. 
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Win-w. I did indeed. | 

Job. He would ha” thought himſelf a tark Reprobate, 
if 1 it had. 

Duar. I, for there was 2 Blue-ſtarch-woman o' the 
Name, at the ſame time. A notable hypocritical Ver- 
min it is; I know him. One that ſtands upon his Face, 
more than his Faith, at all times; ever in ſeditious Mo- 
tion, and _— for Vain-glory ; of a: molt /unatick 
Conſcience and Spleen, and affects the Violence of Si- 

{arity in all he does: (He has undone a Grocer here, 
5 Neaugate-marſet, that broke with him, truſted him 
with.Oarrand, as errant a Zeal as he, that's by the way : 
by his Profeſſion, he will ever be i'the State of Innocence, 
though; and Childhood; derides all Ant:guity:; defies 
any other Learning, than Infdiration ; ; and what Diſcre- 
tion ſoever, Years ſhould afford him, it is all prevented 
in his original Ignorance; ha' not to do with him, for he 
is a Fellow of a moſt arrogant and invincible Dulneſs, 


E affare you's 3 who is this? 


"© E N E IV. 
Waſp, John, Win-awife, Quarlous. 

By your Leave, Gentlemen, with all my Heart to you: 
and God you Good-morrow ; Mr. Little-wit, my Buſi- 
neſs is to you. Is this Licence ready ? 

John, Here, J ha'it for "ns in my Hand, Maſter 


5 


Waſh. 'l hat? 8 well, nay, never open, or i it to me; 
it's Labour in vain, you know. I am no Clerk, I ſcorn'd 
to be ſav'd by my Book, i Faith I'll hang firſt ; fold it 
up o'your Word, and gi'it me; what muſt you ha'for t F 

Job. We'll talk of that anon, Maſter Humphrey. 
| Waſp. Now, or not at all, good Mr. Proctor, I am for 
no anon's, I aſſure you. 

Fab. Sweet Win, bid ©o/omon ſend me the little black 
Box within, in my Study. 

Waſp. I, quickly, good Miſtreſs, I pray you: for I 
have both Eggs o the Spit, and Iron i' the Fire, ſay, what 
you muſt have, good Vr. Little-wit. 

| Foh. Why, you know the Price, Mr. Numps. 


Wap. I know ? I know nothing. I, whatte!] youme' 
gy: | | :- 7; 
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of knowing ? (now I am in haſte) Sir, I do not know, and 
I will not know, and I ſcorn to know, and yet (now LI 
think on't) I will, and do know, as well as another; you 
muſt have a Mark for your Thing here, and Eight pence 
for the Box; I cou'd ha' ſav'd 7 ce i'that, an'I 
had bought it myſelf, but here's fourteen Shillings for 
you. Good Lord! how. long your little Wife Rays ! 
pray God, Salmon, your Clerk, be not looking i' the 
wrong Box, Mr. Proctor. 9 5 PTS: 
Job. Good i Faith! no, I warrant you, ScJomonis wier 
n i — 
Waſp. Fie, fie, fie, by your Leave, Maſter Litth-wit, 
this is ſcurvy, idle, fooliſh, and abominable, with all my 
Heart; I do not like it. 98 
WVin-w. Do you hear? Fack Litile- wit, what Buſineſs. 
do's thy Eg think, this Fellow may have, that 
he keeps ſuch. a Coil wit) nd 
2uar. More than buying of Gi ad i'the Clyſter, 
here, (for that we allow him) or a gilt Pouch the Fair? 
Job. Maſter Quarlous, do not miſtake him: he is his 
Maſter's Both-hands, I aſſure you. | 
2uar,. What ? to pull on his Boots, a Mornings, or 
his Stockings, do's he ? | 3 
Job. Sir, if you have a Mind to mock him, mock. 
him foftly, look bother way: for if he apprehend 
you flout him once, he will fly at you preſently. A ter- 
rible teſty old Fellow, and his Name is Vaſp too. 
Quar. Pretty Inſet ! make much on him. 5 
Waſp. A Plague o' this Box, and the-Pox too, and on 
him that-made it, and her that went for't, and all that 
ſhould ha'ſought it, ſent it, or brought it ! do you ſee, Sir? 
Job. Nay, good Mr. Waſh, 25 
Waſp. Good Maſter Hornet, Turd i' your Teeth, hold 
you your Tongue; do not I know you? your Father was | 
a Pothecary, and fold Gliſters, more than he gave, I 
wuſs : and Turd !your little Wife's Teeth too (here ſhe 
comes) *twill make her ſpit as fine as ſhe is, for all her 
Velvet · cuſtard on her Head, Sir. | | | 


Job. O ! be civil, Maſter Numps. 1 
Waſp. Why, ſay I have a Humour not to be civil > * 
| how then? who ſhallcompel me? you? . 


Jab. 
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Fob. Here is the Box; now. 
app. Why a Pox o  &your Box, once again: | Kt yet 
little Aon & in it, and ſfie will: Sir, I — R to 
underſtand, and theſe Gentlemen too, if they pleaſe—— 
 Win-w. With all our Hearts, Sir. 
Waſp. That I have a C , Gentlemen. 
. 0b. They do apprehend, S 
Waſp. Pardon me, Sir, neither they, nor you, can ap- 
* me, yet. (Vou are an Aſs) I have a young 
faſter, he is — his making and marring; the 
whole Care of his well doing, is now mine. His Vaud 
Schoolmaſters have done nothing, but run up and down 
| the Country with him, to beg Pu dings, and 'Cake-bread 
of his Tenants, and almoſt ſpoiled him, he has learn's 
nothing but to ſin __ and* repeat Rattle, Bladder, 
rattle; and O, Madge. I dare not let him walk: alone, 
for fear of learning, ef vile Tunes, which he will ſing at 
Supper, and in the Sermon- times l if he meet but a 
man i'the Street, and I find him not Talk to keep din 
off on him, he will whiſtle him, and all his Tunes over, 
at Night in his Sleep ! lie has a Head full of Bees! I am 
fain now (for this little Time I am abſent) to leave him. 
in Charge with a Gentlewoman: Tis true, ſne is a 
Juſtice of Peace s Wife, and a Gentlewoman o the Hood, 
and his natural Siſter: But what m happen, under a 
Woman's Government, there's the Doubt, Gentlemen, 
you do not know him: he's another Manner of Piece 
than you think for ! but nineteen Years. old, and yet 
he is Aller than either of you by tlie Head, God bleſs him. 
Quar. Well, methinks, this is a fine Fellow ! 
PF in-w. He has made his Maſter a finer by this De» 
ſcription, I ſhould think. 
Dar. Faith much about one, it's Croſs and Pile, whe- 
ther for a new Farthing. | 
Vas. Till tell you Gentlemen 
Job. Will't pleaſe you to drink, Maſter Waſp 
Waſp. Why, I ha'not talk'd ſo long to be a 4 Sir, 
you ſee no Duſt or Cobwebs come out o my Mouth: do 
you you'd ha'me gone, would you ? 
Job. No, but you were in hafte e en now, Mr. Numps. 
* What an I were? ſo J am ſtill, and yet 3 
y 
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fay tod; meddle you with your Match, your N, there. 


ſhe has as little Wit, as her Husband it ſeems: I have 
others to talk to. 3 
Job. She's my Match indeed; and as little Wit as I, Good ! 
Haß. We ha? been but a Day and a half in Town, 
Gentlemen, *tis true; and Yeſterday i'the Afternoon, we 
walk d Londen, to ſhew the City to the Gentlewoman he 
ſhall marry, Miſtteſs Grace; but, afore I will endure 
ſuch another half Day with him, I'll. be drawn with a 


good Gib-cat, through the great Pond at Home, as his 


Uncle Hage was ! Why, we could not meet that heather 
Thing all Day, but ſtaid him: he would name you all 
the Sigus over as he went, aloud:: and where he ſpied a 
Parrot or a Monkey, there he was-pitoch'd,. with all. tt 
little long Coats about him, Male and Female ; no. get- 
ing him away! I thought he would ha run mad o'the 
black Boy in Bucklersbury,. that takes the ſcurvy, roguy 


Tobacco there. 


2 You ſay true, Maſter Numps ; there's ſuch a one 

Waſp. It's no Matter, whether there be, or no, what's 
that to you? 
Quar. He will not allow of Jobis reading at any Hand. 


SCE. NE V. | | 
Cotes, Mrs. Ower-do, Waſh, Grace, Quarlaus, N i lui, 
| 7 Fobn, Win. 


Cok. O Numps ! are_you here, Numps! look where 
I am, Nz-ps, and: Miſtreſs Grace too!'nay, do not look 
angrily, Numps : mySifter is here, and all, I do not come 
without her. | T 

map. What, the Miſchief, do you. come with: her ? 
or ſhe with you? c 

Cok. We came all to ſeek you, Numps. 

Waſp. To ſeele me? why, did you all think. I was 
loſt ? or run away with your fourteen Shillings-worth 05 
ſmall Ware here? orthat I had chang'd it iche Fair, for 
Hobby-horſes ? & precious to ſeek mei 

Over. Nay, good Mr. Numps, do you: ſhew Diſcre- 
tion. ; though he be exorbitant (as Mr. Ower-doſays) an't. 
be but for Conſervation of the Peace. 


. Waſp. Mary-gip, goody She-ju/lice,. Miſtreſs. —_ 


— 
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bood ! Turd i'your Teeth; and Turd i'your French-hood's 
Teeth, too, to do you Service, do you ſee ? muſt you 
quote your Adam to me ! you think you are Madam Re- 


gent ſtill, Mrs. Ower-do; when I am in Place ? no ſuch 


Matter, I aſſure you, your Reign is out, when I am in, 
Dame. | 2 7 5 
Over. J am content to be in Obedience, Sir, and be 
govern'd by you; ſo ſhould he too, if he did well; but 
"twill be expected you ſhould alſo govern your Paſſions. 
Waſp. WilPt fo, Forſooth? good Lord! how ſharp. 
you are ! with being at BethPem Yeſterday ? Wheſfton has 
ſet an Edge upon you, has he? | 
Over. Nay, if you know not what belongs to your 
Dignity :' I do, yet, to mine. | 
- Wafp. Very well then. | | 
Col. Is this the Licence, Numps? for Love's Sake, 


let me ſee't. I never ſaw a Licence. 


Waſp. Did you not ſo ? why, you ſhall not ſee't then. 
Coat. An' you love me, good Numps. | 
Waſp. Sir, I love you, and yet I do not love you, 
!'theſe Fooleries, ſet your Heart at reſt ; there's nothing 
in't, but hard Words; and what would you ſee't for ? 
Col. I would fee the Length and the Breadth on't, 
that's all; and I will ſee*t now, fo I will. 
Waſp. You ſha' not ſee it here. : | 
: Cok. Then I'll ſee't at home, and I'll look upo'the Caſe 
„ Te 
Waſp. Why, do ſo, a Man muſt give Way to him a 
little in Trifles, Gentlemen. Theſe are Errors, Diſeaſes 
of Youth : which he will mend, when he comes to- 
Judgment and Knowledge of Matters. I pray you eon- 
ceive ſo, and I thank you. And I pray you pardon him, 
and I thank you again. E590 
18 Well, this Dry-nurſe, I ſay ſtill, is a delicate 
an. 
Iin-w. And I am for the Coſſet, his Charge ! Did 
you ever ſee a Fellow's Face more accuſe him for anAſs? 
zar. Accuſe him? it confeſſes him one without ac- 
cuſing. What Pity tis yonder Wench ſhould. marry ſuch 
a Cokes ? , x 
Vin au. Tis true. 


Jar. 


- 
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Ouar. She ſeems to be diſcreet, and as ſober as ſhe i ts 
handſome. 

Win-w. I, and if you mark her, what a reſtrain d 
Scorn ſhe caſts upon all his Behaviour and Speeches ? 

Cok. Well, Numps, I am now for another Piece of Bu- 


ſineſs more, the Fair, Numps, and then 


Waſp. Bleſs me ! deliver me, help, hold me! the 
Fair ! | 
Cok. Nay, never fidge up and down, N ſumps, and vex 
itſelf, Jam reſolute Bartholomenw, in this; I'll make 
no Suit on't to you ; 'twas all the End of my Journey, 
indeed, to ſhew Miſtreſs Grace my Fair : 1 call't it my 
Fair, becauſe of Bartholomew : you know my Name 1s 


| Bartholomew, and Fartholomew Fair. 


Job. That was mine afore, Gentlemen; this Morning. 
J had that i Faith upon his Licence, believe me, there 
he comes after me. 

2uar. Come, F-hn, this ambitious Vis of yours (I 
am afraid) will do you no Good i'the End. 

Fob. No? Why, Sir? 

Luar. You grow ſo inſolent with * and overdoing, 


Jobn; that if you look not to it, and tie it up, it will 


bring you to ſome obſcure Place in Time, and there 
"twill leave you. 

Win-w. Do not truſt it too much, Jobn, be more 
ſparing, and uſe it but now and then; a Vit is a dange- 


. Tous Thing in this Age; do not overbuy it. 


Job. Think you io, Gentlemen? Pll take Heed on't 
hereafter. 


Win. Yes, do Jobs. 

Cok. A pretty little Soul, this ſame Miſtreſs Little- 
wit! would I might marry her. 

Gra. So would J, or any body elſe, fol might ſcape 
you. 

Cok. Numps, | will ſee it, Numps, "tis decreed : ne- 
ver be melancholy for the Matter. 

Waſp. Why, ice it, Sir, {ee it, do ſee it! who hinders 
you? why do you not go lee it? 'Slid ee it. 

Co. | he Fair, Numps, the Fazr. 

WW. 4. Would the air and all the Drums. 3 Rat- 
tles in't, were i' your Belly for ne; they are already 

1' your 


3 | Bartholomew F A 3 


your Brain: he that had the Means to travel your 
Head, now, ſhould meet finer Sights than in any ite 
Fair ; and makea finer Voyage on't ; to ſee it all 
with Cockle-ſhells, Pebbles, fine Wheat-ftraws, and here 
and there a Chicken's Feather, and a Cobweb. | 
2uar. Good Faith, he looks methinks, an'you mark 
him, like one that were made to catch Flies, with his 
Sir Cranion Legs. | J 
Min. au. And his Numps, to flap em away. VS 
Wajp. God be w'you, Sir, there's your Ree in a Box, 
and much Good do't you. e 
Cat. Why, your Friend, and Bartholomew ; an' you 


be ſo contumacious. 


2uar. What mean you, Numps ? © 
Happ. P11 not be guilty, I, Gentlemen. | 
ons You will not let him go, Brother, and loſe 
"exp" | | | 
Cok. Who can hold that will away? I had rather 
loſe him than the Fair, I wuſs. a 
Waſp.You do not know the [nconvenience, Gentlemen, 
you perſwade to: nor what Trouble I have with him in 
theſe Humours. If he go to the Fair, he will buy of 
every Thing, to a Baby there; and Houſholc-ſtuff for 
that too. If a Leg or an Arm on him did not grow on, 


he would loſe it i'the Preſs. Pray Heaven I bring him 


off with one Stone ! and then he is ſuch a Ravener after 
Fruit ! you will not believe what a Coil I had t'other 
Day, to compound a Buſineſs between a Cotherine-pear 
Woman and him, about ſnatching ! tis intolerable, Gen- 


tlemen. 


Vin. au. Ol but you muſt not leave him now to theſe 
Hazards, Namps. | 
Maß. Nay, he knows too well, I will not leave him, 
and that makes him preſume : well, Sir, will you go 
now? if you have ſuch an Itch i' your Feet, to foot it to 
the Fair, why do you ſtop, am | your Tarriers ? go, 
vv! you. go ? Sir, why do you not go? 
Cok. O N und ps have I brought you about ? come, 
Miſtreſs Grace, and Siſter, I am reſolute Batt, i Faith, 


ſtill. 
Gra. Truly, J have no ſuch Fancy to the Fair; nor 


Am- 
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Ambition to ſee it; there's none goes thither of any 
Quality or Faſhion. ae” 13 

Col. O Lord, Sir ! you. ſhall pardon me, Miſtreſs 
Grace, we are.enough of ourſelyes to make it a Faſhion: 
and for Qualities, let Numps alone, hel! find Qualities. 

2uar. What a Rogue ih Apprehenſion is this ! to un- 
derſtand her Lan no better. | 

Win-w. I, and offer to marry her? well, I will leave 
the Chace of my Widow, for To day, and directly to the 
Fair. Theſe Flies cannot, this hot Seaſon, but engender 
us excellent creeping Sport. 


92uar. A Man, that has but a Spoonful of Brain, would 
think ſo. Farewel, Fobn. | 


Job. Win, you ſee, tis in Faſhion, to go to the Fair, 


. Win: we muſt to the Fair too, you and I, Vin. I have 


an Affair i'the Fair, Win, a Puppet-play of mine own 
making, ſay nothing, that I writ for the Motion Man, 
which you mult ſee, Vin | 2 
Win. I wou!d I might, Jab, but my Mother will ne- 
ver conſent to ſuch a prophane Motion : ſhe will call it. 
Job. Tut, we'll have a Device, a dainty one; (Now, 
Vit, help at a Pinch, good Vit come, come. good Wit, 
an't be thy Will:) I have it, Vin, I have it i Faith, and 
tis a fine one. in, long to eat of a Pig, ſweet Win, 
'the Fair ; de” you ſee? i' the Heart of the Fair; not 
at Pye- corner. Your Mother will do any Thing, Vin, 
to ſatisfy your Longing, you know, pray thee long, 
preſently, and be ſick o'the ſudden, good Vin. I'll go 
in and tell her, cut thy Lace i'the mean Time, and 


play the Hypocrite, ſweet Vin. 


Min. No, ll not make me unready for it. I can be 
Hypocrite enough, though I were never ſo ſtraight lac d. 

Job. You ſay true, you have been bred i' the Family, 
and brought up to't. Our Mother is a moſt ele Hy- 
crite, and has maintain'd us all this ſeven Year with it, 
like Gentlefolks. 


Win. I, let her alone, J hn. ſhe is not a wiſe wilful 


Widow for nothing, nor a ſanctified Siſter for a Song. 
And !et me alone too, I ha' ſomewhat o' the Mother in 


me, you ſhall ſee, fetch ber, fetch her, ah, ah. 
| SCENE 
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| SCENE VI. 

Purecraſt, Win, John, Bu - Solomon. * | 
Now, the Blaze of the beauteous D ſcipline eight awa 
this Evil from our Houſe ! how now, Win-the-fight, Child: 
how do you ? Sweet Child, ſpeak to me. 

Win. Yes, Forſooth. 

Pur. Look up, ſweet Win-the- b, and ſuffer not the 
Enemy to enter you at this Door, remember that your 
Education has been with the pureſt, what polluted one 
was it, that nam'd firſt the unclean Beaſt, Pig, to'you, 
* "7 os 

Ni inf. (Uh, uh. ) | 

. Fob. Not I, o my Sincerity, Mother : ſhe long d a- 
bove three Hours, e' re ſhe would let me know it; Who 
was it, Win? 

Win. A prophane black Thing with a Beard, Jobn. 

Pur. O] reſiſt it, Win-the-fight, it is the Tempter, the 
wicked Tempter, you may know it by the fleſhly Motion 
of Pig, be ſtrong againſt it, and its foul Temptations, 
in theſe Aſſaults, whereby it broacheth Fleſh and Blood, 
. as it were, on the weaker Side, and pray againſt its 

carnal Provocations, good Child, ſweet Child, pray. 

Foh. Good Mother, I pray you, that ſhe may eat 
ſome Pig, and her Belly-full, too; and do not caſt away 
your own Child, and perhaps one of mine, with your 
Tale of the Tempter: how do you, Vin? a you not 
fick ? 

Vin. Yes, a great deal, John, (uh, uh.) | 

Pure. What ſhall we do? call our zealous Brother 
Buß hither, for his faithful Fortification in this Charge 

of the Adverſary ; Child, my dear Child, you ſhall eat 
Pig ; be comforted, my ſweet Child. 

Win. I, but i 'the Fair, Mother. 

Pur. | mean i'the Fair, if it can be any way made, 
or foundlawtul ; where is our Brother Buſy ? Will he 
not come? look up, Child. 

Job. Preſentl) Mother, as ſoon as he has cleans'd his 

Beard. I found him faſt by the Teeth, i'the cold Turk y- 
pye the Cupboard, with a great white Loaf on his left 
Hand, and a Glaſs of amy on hi right. 1 
Pur. Slander not the Y ethren, wicked one. 
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Job. Here he is, now, purify'd, Mother. 
Pur. O Brother Buſy your Help here to edify, and 
raiſe us up in a Scruple ; my Daughter in- the fight 
is viſited with a natural Diſeaſe of Women, call'd, A 
longing to eat Pig. | 
ws I, Sir, a Bartholomew + A and in the Fair. 


ur. And I would be ſatisfied from you, religiouſly- 
wiſe, whether a Widow of the ſanQify'd Afembly, or 
a Widow's Daughter, may commit the Act, without 
Offence to the weaker Siſters. 

Buſ. Verily, for the Diſeaſe of longing, it is a Diſ- 
eaſe, a carnal Diſeaſe, or Appetite, incident to Wo- 
men: and, as it is carnal, and incident, it is natural, 
very natural: Now Pig, it is a Meat, and a Meat that 
is nouriſhing, and may be long' d for, and ſo conſequent - 
ly eaten; it may be eaten; very exceeding well eaten: 
but in the Fair, and as a Bartholomew Pig, it cannot be 
eaten, for the very calling it a Bartholomew Pig, and to 
eat it ſo, is a Spice of /dolatry, and you make the Fair, 
no better than one of the high Places. This, I take it, 
is the State of the Queſtion. A high Place. 

Joh. I, but in State of Neceflity : Place ſhould give 
Place, Mr. Buy. (I have a Conceit left, yet.) 155 

Pur. Good Brother, Zeal-of-the-land, think to make 
it as lawful as you can. | 

Joh. Ves, Sir, and as ſoon as you can: for it muſt be, 
Sir; you ſee the Danger my little Wife is in, Sir. 

Pur. Truly, I do love my Child dearly, and I would 
not haye her miſcarry, or hazard her firſt Fruits, if it 
might be otherwiſe. | 

Buſ. Surely, it may be otherwiſe, but it is ſubjeR, to 
Conſtruction, ſubject, and hath a Face of Offence, with 
the Weak, a great Face, a foul Face, but that Face may 
have a Vail put over it, and be ſhadowed, as it were, it 
may be eaten, and in the Fair, | take it, in a Booth, 
the Tents of the Wicked : the Place is not much, not 
very much, we may be religious in midſt of the Prophane, 
ſo it be eaten with a reform'd Mouth, with C9br3:4y, 
and Humbleneſs; not gorg'd in with Gluttony, or 
Greedineſs; there's the Fear; for, ſhou!d the go the-e, 
as taking Pride in the Place, or Delight in the unclean 

B Dreſſing, 
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Dreſſing, to feed the Vanity of the Eye, or the Luſt of 
the Palate, it were not well, it were not fit, it were abo- 
minable, and not good. 

Job. Nay, I knew that afore, and told her ont, but 
Courage, Vin, we'll be humble enough: we'll ſeek out. 

the homelieſt Booth i'the Fair, that's certain, rather than 

fail, we'll eat it o'the Ground. | | 

Pur. I, and Ill go with you myſelf, Win-the-fight, 
and my Brother, Zeal-of-the-land, ſhall go with us. too, 
for our better Conſolation. be HD 

Win. Uh, uh. 

Job. I, and Solomon too, Vin, (the more the merr ier 
Vin, we'll leave Rabby Buſy in a Booth. Solomon, my 
Cloak. 1 

Sol. Here Sir. | 

Buſ. In the Way of Comfort to the Weak, I will ga, 
and eat. I will eat exceedingly, and propheſy ; there 
may be a good Uſe made of it, too, now I-think on't; 
by the publick eating of Swine's Fleſh, to profeſs our 
Hate and Loathing of Fudaiſm, whereof the Brethren 
ſtand taxed. I will therefore eat, yea, I will eat ex- 
ceedingly. 

Jeb. Good, i' Faith, I will eat heartily too, becauſe 
I will be no Few, I could never away with that ſtiff⸗ 
neck'd Generation: and truly, I hope my little one 
will be like me, that cries for Pig ſo, i'the Mother's Belly. 

— 4 Very likely, exceeding likely, very exceeding 
likely. 


n SCENE 1 


Juſtice, Owerdo. 


: E LL, in Juſtice Name, and the King's; and | 


| for the Commonwealth ! defy all the World, 
Adam Owerdo, for a Diſguiſe, and all Sory.; for thou 
haſt fitted thyſelf, I ſwear ; fain would I meet the Lin- 
ceus now, that Eagle's Eye, that piercing Epidaurian 
Serpent (as my Quint. Horace calls him) that could diſ- 
cover a Juſtice of Peace (and lately of the 2zorum) under 
this Covering. They may have ſeen many a Fool in the 


Habit of a Juſtice ; but never, till now, a Juſtice .in the 
| Habit 
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Habit of a Fool. Thus muſt we do, tho', that wake 
for the publick Good : and thus hath the wiſe Magi- 
ſtrate done in all Ages. Thereis a doing of right out of 


but wrong, if the Way be found. Never ſhalt 1 eneugltt 
— commend a worthy worſhipful Man, ſometime a capital 

Member of this City, for his high Wiſdom, in this 
h Point, who would take you, now the Habit of a Porter; 
gt, now of a Carman ; now of the Dog-killer, in this Month 


of Auguſt ; and in the Winter, of a Seller of Tinder- 
boxes; and what would he do in all theſe Shapes? 
marry go you into every Alehouſe, and down into every 
Cellar ; meaſure the length of Puddings, take the Gage 
of black Pots, and Cans, I, and Cuſtards with a Stick , 
and their Circumference with a Thread, weigh the Loaves 
of Bread on his middle Finger; then would he ſend for 
em Home; give the Puddings to the Poor, the Bread to 
there Bi the Hungry, the Cuſtards to his Children; break the 
ont; pots, and burn the Cans himſelf; he would not truſt 
his corrupt Officers; he would do't himſelf. Would all 
Men in Authority would follow this worthy Preſident ! 
For (alas) as weare publick Perſons, what do we know ? 
nay, what can we know ? we hear with other Men's 
cauſe Ears; we ſee with other Men's Eyes? a fooliſh Conſta- 


ſtift- ble, or a fleepy Watchman, 1s all our Information, he 
e one ſlanders a Gentleman, by the Ver tue of his P lace (as 
— he calls it) and we, by the Vice of ours, muſt believe 
2edin 


him. As. a while gone, they made me, yea me, to 
miſtake an honeſt zealous Purſivant, for a Seminary ; 
and a proper young Batchelor of Muſick, for a Bawd. 
This we are ſubject to, that live in high Place, all our 
Intelligence is idle, and moſt of our Intelligencers, 
Knaves : and by your Leave, ourſelves, thought little 
better, if not errant Fools, for believing 'em. I, Adam 
Overdo, am reſolv'd therefore, to ſpare Spy-money 


22 hereafter, and make mine own Diſcoveries. Many are 
* the yearly Enormities of this Fair, in whoſe Courts 
14 wr of Pye-poudres I have had the Honour during the three 


Days ſometimes to ſit as Judge. But this is the ſpe- 
cial Day for Detection of thoſe foreſaid Enormities. 
. Here is my black Book, for the Purpoſe; this the Cloud 
"Habit taat hides me; under this Covert I ſhall ſee, and not be 
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ſeen. On Junius Frutus. And as I n, ſo I'llend: 


in Juſtice-name, and the King's ; and for the Common- 


wealth. 

| SCENE II. 

Leatherhead, Traſh, Juſlice, Urſa, Moon-calf, Nightin- 
ale, Coſtermonger, Paſſengers. 

Lea. The Fair's Peſtilence dead, methinks ; People 
come not abroad, To-day, whatever the Matter is. Do 
you hear, Siſter Tah, Lady o'the Basket? fit farther 
with your Gingerbread Progeny there, and hinder not 
the Proſpe& of my Shop, or I'Il ha' it proclaim'd i'the 
Fair, what Stuff they are made on. 

Tra. Why, what Stuff are they made on, Brother 
Leatherhead ? nothing but what's wholſome, I aſſure you. 

Lea. Yes, ſtale Bread, rotten Eggs, muſty Ginger, 
and dead Honey, you know. 

Jus. I] have I met with Enormity, ſo ſoon ? 

Lea. I ſhall mar your Market, old Foar. 
Tra. Mar my Market, thou too-proud Pedlar ? do 
thy worſt ; 1 defy thee, I, and thy Stable of Hobby- 
horſes. I pay for my Ground, as well as thou doſt, and 
thou wrong'ſt me for all thou art Parcel-poet, and an En- 
gineer. I'll find a Friend ſhall right me, and make a 
Ballad of thee, and thy Cattle all over. Are you puff'd 
up with the Pride of your Wares ? your 4r/edine ? 

Lea. Go to, old Joan, I'll talk with you anon; and 
take you down too, afore Juſtice Ozerdo, he is the Man 
mult charm you, I'll ha'yau the Pye-pouldres. 

Tra. Charm me? I'll meet thee Face to Face, afore 
his Worſhip, when thou dar'ſt; and though ] be a little 
crooked o my Body, I'll be found as upright in my 
Dealing, as any Woman in Smithfield, I, charm me? 

Fus. I am glad, to hear, my Name is their Terror, 
yet, this is doing of Juſtice. 

Lea. What do you lack? what is't you buy? what 
do you lack ? Rattles, Drums, Halberts, Horſes, Babies 
o'the beſt? Fiddles o'th' fineſt ? [Enter C/. 

Cos. Buy any Pears, Pears, fine, very fine Pears. 

Tra. Bay any Ginger-bread, guilt Ginger-bread ! 

Nig. Hey, now the Fair's a fil ing ! 

O, for a Tune to flartle 


The Birds o tbe Booth here billing: Tear: 
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Yearly with old St. Barthle! 

The Drunkards they are wading, | 

The Punks and Chapmen trading; 

ho d ſee the Fair without his Lading ? Buy any 
Ballads, new Ballads ? 

Urs. Fie upon't : who would wear out their Youth, 
and Prime thus, in roaſting of Pigs, that had any cooler 
Vocation ? Hell's a Kind of cold Cellar to't, a very fine 
Vault, o'my Conſcience ! what, Moon-calf. 

Moon. Here, Miſtreſs, 

Nig. How now, Urſla? in a Heat, in a Heat? 

Urs. My Chair, you falſe Faucet you ? and my 
37 Morning's Draught, quickly, a Bottle of Ale, to quench 
TA me, Raſcal. I am all Fire, and Fat, Nightingale, I 

ſhall een melt away to the firſt Woman, a Kib again, I 

am afraid. I do water the Ground in Knots, as I go, 

| like a great Garden-pot, you may follow me by*the S. S. s. 
r? do I make. 


Lobby- Nig. Alas, good Urs ; was Zeliel here this Morn- 
ſt, and jng? | | 
an En- Urs. Zekiel ? what Zekiel ? = 
nake a Nig. Zekiel Edgworth, the civil Cut-purſe, you know 
puff d him well enough; he that talks Bawdy to you ſtill: I 
* call him my Secretary. I 

n ;and Urs. He promis'd to be here this Morning, I remem- 
he Man ber. 


Mg. When he comes, bid him ſtay : I'll be back a- 
„ afore gain preſently. : 
: Crs. Beſt take your Morning's Dew in your Belly, 
in my Nightingale, come, Sir, ſet it here, did not I bid you 
me? ſhould get this Chair let out o'the Sides, for me, that 
Terror, my Hips might play ? you'll never think of any thing, 
till your Dame be Rump-gall'd ; tis well, Changeling : 
becauſe it can take in your Graſs-hopper's Thighs, you 
Babies care for no more. Now, you look as you had 
r Coft. the Corner o'the Booth, fleaing your Breech, with a 
78. Candles End, and ſet Fire o'the Fair. Fill, State: fill. 
Jus. This Pig-woman do I know, and I will put 
her in, for my ſecond Enormity ; ſhe hath been before 
me, Punk, Pinnace and Bawd, any time theſe two and 
twenty Years, upon Record i'the Pye-poudres. | 
| 4 Urs. 
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Urs. Fill again, you unlucky Vermin. | 

Moon. Pray you be not angry, Miſtreſs, I'll ha'it 
widen'd anon. 

Urs. No, no, I ſhall e'en dwindle away to't, e're the 
Fair be done, you think, now you ha'heated me ? A poor 
vex'd Thing Iam, I feel myſelf dropping already, as 
faſt as I can; two Stone a Sewit a Day is my Proportion: 
I can but hold Life and Soul together, with this (here's 
to you, Nightingale) and a Whiff of Tobacco, at moſt. 
Where's my Pipe now? not fill'd? thou errant Jacubets. 

Nig. Nay, Ur/ſa, thou'lt gall between the Tongue 
and the Teeth, with Fret ing, now. 

Urs. How can I hope, that ever he'll diſcharge his 
Place of Truſt, Tapſter, a Man of reckoning under me, 
that remembers nothing I ſay to him ? but look to't 
Sirrah, yau were beſt, three Pence a Pipe full, I will 
ha'made, of all my whole half Pound of Tobacco, and 
a quarter of a Pound of Co/tsfoot, mix'd with it too, to 
itch it out. I, that have dealt ſo long in the Fire, will 


not be to ſeek in Smoak, now. Then 26 5s. a Barrel I will 


advance o'my Beer, and 50s. a hundred o'my Bottle 
Ale, I ha' teld you the Ways how to raiſe it. Froth 


your Cans well i'the filling, at length Rogue, and jog 
5 — Ein out the 


your Bottles o' the Buttocks, Sirrah, then 
firſt Glaſs, ever, and drink with all Companies, tho 
you be ſure to be drunk; you'll miſ-reckon the better, 


and be leſs aſham'd on't. But your true Triek, Raſcal, 


muſt be, to be ever buſy, and miſ-take away the Bottles 
and Cans, in haſte, before they be half drunk off, and | 
never hear any body call (if they ſhould chance to mark 
you) til! you ha* ge reſh, and be able to forſwear 
'em. Give mea drink of Ale. | 
Ju. This is the very Womb and Ped: of Enormity ! 
groſs as herſelf! this muſt all down for Enormity, all, 
every Whit on't. [ One knocks. 
U,. Look, who's there, Sirrah ? five Shillings a Pig 
is my Price, at leaſt ; if it be a Sow- pig, Sixpence more; 
it ſhe be a great belly'd Wife, and long for't, Sixpence 
more for that. 
Jus. O Tempora! O Mares J would not ha' loſt my 


Diſcovery of this one Grievance, for my Place, and Wor- 
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ſhip o'the Bench, how is the poor Subject abus'd, here! 
well, I will fall in with her, and with her Maon-calſ 
and win out Wonders of Enormity. By thy leave, good- 
ly Woman, and the Fatneſs of the Fair: oily as the 
King's Conſtable's Lamp, and ſhining as his Shooing- 
horn ! hath thy Ale vertue, or thy Beer ſtrength ? that 
the Tongue of Man may be tickled ? and his Palate 
pleas'd in the Morning? let thy pretty Nephew, here, 
go ſearch and ſee. 

Urs. What new Roarer is this? 

Moon. O Lord ! do you not know him, Miſtreſs, tis 
mad 4rthur of Bradley, that makes the Orations. Brave 
Maſter, old Artbur of Bradley, how do you ? welcome to the 
Fair, when ſhall we hear you again, to handle your 
Matters ? with your Back again a Booth, ha ? I ha'been 
one 0'your little. Diſciples, i my Days! 

Jus. Let me drink, Boy, with my Love, thy Aunt, 
here; that I may be eloquent : but of thy beſt, leſt it be 
bitter in my Mouth, and my Words fail foul on the Fair. 

Urs. Why doſt thou not fetch him drink ? and offer 
him to fit ? | 

Moon. Is' t Ale, or Beer? Maſter 4:thur ? 

Fus. Thy beſt, pretty Stripling, thy beſt zthe ſame 
thy Dove drinketh, and thou Jravwek on Holy-days. 

Urs. Bring him a Sixpeiiy Bottle of Ale; they ſay, 
a Fool's handſel 's lucky. 

Fas. Bring both, Child. Ale for 4thur, and Beer 
fot Bradley, Ale for thine Aunt, Boy. My Diſguiſe 
takes to the very Wiſh, and Reach of it. I hall by the 
Benefit of this, difcover enough, and more: and yet get 


off with the Reputation of what I would be. A certain 


middling Thing, between a Fool and a Madman. 
SCE eo: [ Knockhum to them. 
Knoc. What ! my little lean Ua! my She-bear l art 
theu alive yet? with thy Litter of Pigs, to grunt out a- 
nother Bartholomew Fair ? ha ! | 
Urs. Yes, and to amble a-foot, when the Fair is done, 
to hear you groan out of a Cart, up the heavy Hill. 
Vic. Of Holborn, Urfla, mean ſt thou ſo ? for what? 
for what, pretty Ur; ? | 
Urs. For cutting Half. penny Purfes ; or flealing little 
Penny-dogs, out o the Fair. B 4 Kuoc. 
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Knot. O ! good Words, good Words, Urs. 

Fus. Another ſpecial Enormity. A Cutpurſe of the 
Sword ! the Boot, and the Feather ! thoſe are his Marks. 

Urs. You are one of thoſe Horſleaches, that gave 
out I was dead, in Turnbull-ſtreet, of a Surfeit of Bot- 
tle Ale, and Tripes ? 

Knoc. No, twas better Meat, Urs: Cows Udders, 
Cows Udders ! 

Urs. Well, I ſhall be meet with your mumbling 
Mouth one Day. | ; 

Knoc. What ? thou'lt poiſon me with a Neuft in a 
Bottle of Ale, wilt thou? or a Spider in a Tobacco 
Pipe, Urs ? Come, there's no Malice in theſe fat Folks, 
I never fear the, and I can *ſcape thy lean Moon: 
calf here. Let's drink it out, good Urs, and no Va- 

urs ! 3 

Jus. Doſt thou hear, Boy? (there's for thy Ale, 
and the Remnant for thee) ſpeak in thy Faith of a Fau- 
cet, now; is this goodly Perſon before us here, this Va- 
pours, a Knight of the Knife ? Ts 

Moon. What mean you by that, Maſter Arthur ? 

Jus. I mean a Child of the Horn-thumb, a Babe of 
Bocty, Boy, a Cutpurſe. 


Meer. O Lord, Sir! far from it. This is Maſter 


Dan. Krocikum : Jordan the Ranger of Turnbull. He 
is a Horſe-courſer, Sir. * 
Jus. Thy dainty Dame, though, call'd him Cutpurſe. 
A7zon. Like enough, Sir, ſhell do Forty ſuch Things 
in an Hour (an' you liſten to her) for her Recreation, 
if the Toy take her 'the greaſy Kerchief : it makes her 
tat you ſee. She battens with it, | 
Jus. Here might I ha'been deceiv'd now: and ha 
put a Fool's Blot upon myſelf, if I had not play'd an Af- 
ter- game o' Diſcretion. 
Nuoc. Alas! poor Urs, this is an ill Seaſon for thee. 
[Urſla comes in again dropping. 
Urs. Hang yourſelf, Hackney-man. | 
 Knoc. How? how? Urs, Vapours! Motion breed 
Vapours ? | 
Urs. Vapours? Never tusk, nor twirl your Dibble, 
gcod Jordan, I know what you'll take to a very —_ 
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Tho' you be Captain o the Roarers and fight well at the 
Caſe of Piſpots, you ſhall not fright me with your Lion- 
chap, Sir, nor your Tusks, you angry ? you are hungry: 
come, a Pig's Head will ſtop your Mouth, and ſtay your 
Stomach, at all times. 

Kroc. Thou art ſuch another mad merry Urs ſtill ! 
Troth I do make Conſcience of vexing thee, now i'the 
Dog-days, this hot Weather, for fear of foundring thee 
i the Body, and melting down a Pillar of the Fair. Pray 
thee take thy Chair again, and keep State; and .let's 
have a freſh Bottle of Ale, and a Pipe of Tobacco ; and 
no Vapours. I'll ha'this Belly o'thine taken up, and 
thy Graſs ſcour'd, Wench ; look! here's Ezekie/ Eag- 
worth ; a fine Boy of his Inches, as any is i'the Fair / 
has ſtill Money in his Purſe, and will pay all, with a 
kind Heart ; and good Vapours. | 

SCENE IV. 
[To them.] Edgworth, Nightingale, Corn-cutter, Tin- 
der-box-man, Paſſengers. | 

Eds. That I will, indeed, willingly, Maſter Kockburr, 
ſome Ale and Tobacco. | 

Lea. What: do. you lack, Gentlemen? Maid; ſee a. 
fine Hobby-horſe for your young Maſter : coſt you but 
a Token a Week his Provender. 

Cor. Ha' yuor any Corns i' your Feet, and Toes ? 

Tin. Buy a Mouſe-trap, a Moulſe-ttap, or a 'Tormen- 
tor for a Flea. 

Tra. Buy ſome Ginger-bread.. 

Nig. Ballads, Ballads! fine new Ballads: 

Hear fir your Lowe, and buy for your Money. 

A delicate Ballad ©the Ferret and the Coney. 

A Preſervative again the Punks Evil. 

Another of Gooſe-green-ſtarch, and the Devil. 

Deen of divine Points, and the godly Garters. 

The Fairing of good Counſel, of an Ell and three 

quarters, What is't you buy? | | 

The Wind-mill blown d aun by the Witch's Fart ! 

Or Saint George, that O ! did break the Dragon's heart! 

Edg. Maſter Nightingale, come hither, leave your 
Mart a little. 

Mg. O my. Secretary! _ ſays my Secretary ? 

| 5 In: a 
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Jus. Child o'the Bottles, what's he? what's he? 
Moon. A civil young Gentleman, Maſter Arthur, that 


keeps Company with the Roarers, and disburſes all, ſtill. 


He has ever Money in his Purſe; he pays for them; and 
they roar for him: one does good Offices for another. 
They call him the Secretary, but he ſerves no body. 
Agreat Friend of the Ballad-mans, they are never aſunder: 

Jus. What Pity *tis, ſo civil a young Man ſhould 
haunt this debauch'd Company ? here's the Bane of the 
Youth. of our Time apparent. A proper Penman, I ſee't 
in, his Countenance, he has a good Clerk's look with him, . 
and I warrant him a quick Hand. | 

Nom. A very quick Hand, Sir. 

Eag. All the Purſes, and Purchaſe, I give. you. to- 
Day by Conveyance, [This they whiſper that Overdo 
hears it not.] bring hither to Ur/a's preſently. Here 
we will meet at Night in her Lodge, and ſhare. Look 
you chooſe good Places, for your ſtanding i'the Fair, 
when you ſing, Nightingale. : 

Urs. I, near the fulleſt Paſſages ; and ſhift em often. 

Bag. And !'your Singing, you muſt uſe your Hawk's 
Rye nimbly, and fly the Purſe to a Mark, ſtill, where tis 


worn, and o'which Side; that you may gi'me the Sign 


with your Beak, or hang your Head that Way i' the Tune. 

Urs. Enough, talk no more on't; your Friendſhip | 
(Maſters). is not now ta begin: Drink your Draught of 
Indenture, your Sup of Covenant, and away, the Fair 
fills a- pace, Company begins to come in, and I ha? ne er 
a Pig ready yet. | | 2 

Kuoc. Well ſaid ! fill the Cups, and light the Tobacco: 
let's give Fire 'th* Works, and noble Vapours. 
A Eaxg. And ſhall we ha' Smocks, Ur//a, and good Whim- 

es, ha? | 

Urs. Come, you are !'your bawdy Vein! the beſt the 
Fair will afford, Zekiel, if Bawd Whit keep his Word; 
how do the Pigs, Moon-calf ? | 

Mcon. Very paſhonate, Miſtreſs, one on'em has wept 
out an Eye. Maſter Arthur o Bradley is melancholy, 
here, no body talks to him. Will you any Tobacco, 
Maſter Arthur? | 

Jus. No, Boy, let my Meditations alone. _ 
Moon, He's ſtudying for.an Oration, now, Just. 
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Jus. If I can, with this Day's Travel, and all my 
Policy, but reſcue this Vouth, here, out of the Hands 
of the lewd Man, and the firange Woman, I will it. 
down at Night, and ſay with my Friend Ovid, 

Famg; opus exegi, quod nec Fovis ira, nec Ignis, Ge. 

Nuoc. Here, Zekiel ; here's a Health to Ur//a, and a 
kind Vapour, thou haſt Money i'thy Purſe ſtill; and 
Store ! how doſt thou come by it? Pray thee vapour thy 
Friends ſome in a courteous Vapour. 

Edg. Half I have, Maſter Dan. Knockhum, is always 
at your Service. 

Jus. Ha, ſweet Nature ! what Goſhawk would prey 
upon ſuch a Lamb ? | 

Kr. Let's ſee, what tis, Zekiel ! count it, come, fill 
him to pledge me. wy 

 SCEN# V. 
Win-wife, Quarlous. [To them. 

Min- ab. We are here before em, methinks. 

Quart. All the better, we ſhall ſee em come in now. 

Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen, what ist you 
lack? a fine Horſe? a Lion? a Bull? a Bear? a Dog, 
or a Cat? an excellent fine Bartholomew-bird ? or an 
Inſtrument ? what is't you lack? 

Dar. 'Slid! here's Orpheus among the Beaſts, with 
his Fiddle, and all ! 

Fra. Will you buy any comfortable Bread, Gentlemen? 

Juar. And Ceres ſelling her Daughter's Picture, in 
Ginger-work ! | 

Il in. That theſe People ſhould be ſo ignorant to think 
us Chapmen for em! do we look as if we would buy 
Ginger-bread ? or Hobby-horſes-? 

Quar. Why, they know no better Ware than they 
have, nor better Cuſtomers than come. And our very 
being here makes us fit to be demanded, as well as others. 
Would Cotes would come! there were a true Cuſtomer 
for *em. 

Knee. How much is't ? 30 5. who's yonder ! Ned Win- - 
wife ? and Tom Quarlous, I think! (gr me it all) (gi'me it 
all) Maſter Win-wife ! Maſter Quarlous ] will you take 
- 5 60 of Tobaeco with us? do not diſcredit me now Ze- 

iel, 


B 6. Vin. 
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Win. Do not ſee him? he is the roaring Horſe-courſer 
Pray thee let's avoid him; turn down this Way. 

Quar. Slud, I'll fee him, and roar with him, too, an' 
he roar'd as loud as Neptune, pray thee go with me. 

Win. You may draw me to as likely an Inconvenience 
when you pleaſe, as this. 

Quar. Goto then, come along, we ha'nothing to do, 
Man, but to ſee Sights, now. : 

Knoc. Welcome Maſter 2uarhus, and Maſter Vin-wife ! 
will you take any Froth, and ſmoak with us ? 

Juar. Yes. Sir, but you'll pardon us, if we knew not 
of ſo much Familiarity between us aſore. 

Kucc. As what, Sir? 

Quar. To be ſo lightly invited to ſmoak, and froth. 

| Kin:c. A good Vapour! will you fit down, Sir? this is 

old Ur//a's Manſion, how like you her Bower ? here you 
may ha'your Punk, and your Pig in State, Sir, both 
piping hot. 

Dar. J had rather ha'my Punk cold, Sir. 

Jus. There's for me, Punk ! and Pig! 

Urs. What Moon-calf ? you Rogue. [ She calls within. 

Moon. By and by, the Bottle is almoſt off, Miſtreſs, 

here, Maſter Arthur. | 

Urs. I'll part you, and your Play-fellow there, the 
guarded Coat, an' you ſunder not the ſooner. 

Knoc. Maſter Win-wife, you are proud (methinks) you 
do not talk, nor drink, are you proud ? 


Vin. Not of the Company J am in, Sir, nor the 


Place, I aſſure you. | 
Kroc. You do not except at the Company f do you ? 
are you in Vapours, Sir? 
Mean. Nay, good Maſter Dan. Knockhum, reſpe& my 


Miſtreſs's Bower, as you call it; for the Honour of our 


Boeth, none o'your Vapours here. | 
Urs. Why, youthin lean Polcat you, [She comes out 
ith a Firebrard.] an' they have a Mind to be i'their 


Vapours, muſt you hinder 'em? what did you know, 


Vermin, if they would ha' loſt a Cloak, or ſuch a Trifle ? 


muſt you be drawing the Air of Pacification here? While 


I am tormented, within, i'the Fire, you Weaſel? | 
Moon. Good M iſtreſs, *twas in the behalf of your 
Bcotl.'s Credit. that I ſpoke. | Urs. 
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Urs. Why? would my Booth ha'broke, if they had 
fall'n out in't ? Sir ? or would their Heat ha'fired it ? in, 
you Rogue, and wipe the Pigs, and mend the Fire, that 
they fall not, or I'll both baſte and roaſt you, till your 
Eyes drop out, like em. (Leave the Bottle behind you, 
and be curs'd a while.) | 

9uar. Body o'the Fair ! what's this? Mother o'the 

Bawds ? 
Kuoc. No, ſhe's Mother o'the Pigs, Sir, Mother o'the 
Pigs ! 
. Mother o'the Furies, I think, by her Fire- 
brand. 

21ar. Nay, ſhe is too fat to be a Fury, ſure, Tome 
walking Sow of Tallow ! 

Min-au. An infpir'd Veſſel of Kitchin-ſtuff ! 

Dar. She'll make excellent Geer for the Coach- 
makers, here in Smithfield, to anoint Wheels and Axle- 
Trees with. [ She drinks the while. 

Urs. I, I, Gameſters, mock a plain plump ſoft Wench 
the Suburbs, do, becauſe ſhe's juicy and wholſome: you 
mult ha'your thin pinch'd Ware, pent up i'the compaſs 
of a Dog-collar (or *twill not do) that looks like a long 
lac'd Conger, ſet upright, and a green Feather, like Fen- 
nel 1'the Jole owt. ; 

Nuoc. Well ſaid, Urs, my good Urs ; to em, Urs. 

24ar, Is ſhe your Quagmire, Dan. Knockhum ? is this 


'your Bog ? 


Nig. We ſhall have a Quarrel preſently. _ 
Knoc, How? Bog? Quagmire ? foul Vapours ! hum ! 
2uar, Yes, he that would venture for't, I aſſure him, 
might ſink into her, and be drown'd a Week, e're any 
Friend he had, could find where he were. 
 WVin-w, And then he would be a Fort'night weigh- 
ing up again. | 
Luar. Twere like falling into a whole ire of Butter: 


they had need be a Team of Dutchmen ſhould draw him | 


ont. 

Kuoc. Anſwer em, Urs, where's thy Bartholomew- 
wit. now? Urs, thy Bartholomeav-wit ? | 

Urs. Hang 'em rotten, roguy Cheaters, I hope to ſee 


em plagu'd one Day (pox'd they are already, I am ſure 


Vith) 


— — 
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with lean Pl y-houſe Poultry. that has the bony Rump 
ſticking out like the Ace of Spades, or the Point of a 
Partizan, that every Rib of em is like the Tooth of a 
Saw; and will ſo grate 'em with their Hips and Should- 
ers (as take 'em altogether) they were as good lie with 
a Hurdle. | 

Quar. Out upon her, how ſhe drips! ſhe's able to give 
a Man the Sweating Sickneſs, with looking on her. 

Urs. Marry look off, with a Patch o'your Face ; and 
a Dozen i' your Breech, tho' they be of Scarlet, Sir. I 
ha? ſeen as fine Outſides, as either o' yours, bring louſy 
Linings to the Brokers e're now, twice a Week? 

Quær. Do you think there may be a fine new Duck- 
ing-itool i' the Fair, to be purchas'd ? one large enough, 


I'mean. I know there is a Pond of Capacity, for her. 
U-s. For your Mother, you Raſcal, out you Rogue, 


you Hedge-bird, you Pimp, you Pannier-man's Baſtard, 
you. Gs 
Quar. Ha, ha, ha. 
Urs. Do you ſneer, you Dog's-head, you Trendle-tarl! 
you look as you were begotten a-top cf a Cart in Har- 
veſt-time, when the Whelp was hot and eager: Go, ſnuff 


after your Brother's Bitch, Mrs. Commodity, that's the Li- 


very you wear, *twill be out at the Elbows ſhortly, It's 
time you went to't, for the t'other Remnant. 
Knoc. Peace, Urs, Peace Urs, they'll kill the poor 
Whale, and make Oil of her. Pray thee go in. 
_ Urs. I'll ſee'em pox'd firſt, and-pil'd, and double pil'd. 


Win-w, Let's away, her Language grows greaſier than 


her Pigs. 


Urs. Dos't ſo, ſnotty Noſe ? good. Lord! are you: 


ſniveling ? you were engender'd on a She-beggar, in a 


Barn, when the bald Thraſher, your Sire, was fſcarce- 


warm. ' 
N in-. Pray thee let's go. 


©:ar. No, Faith: I'Il ſtay the End of her, now: I. 
know ſhe cannot laſt long; I. find by her Smilies ſhe 


wanes a-pace. | 

E. Do's ſhe ſo? I'll ſet you gone. Gi'me my Pig- 
pan hither a little. I'Il ſcald you hence, and you will 

not go. 


nac. 
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Nuoc. Gentlemen, theſe are very ſtrange Vapours ! 
and very idle Vapours ! | aſſure you. 

Quar. You are a very ſerious Aſs, we aſſure you. 

Knee. Umh! Aſs? and ſerious ? 'nay, then pardon 
me my Vapour. I have a fooliſh Vapour, Gentlemen: 
any Man that does vapour me, the. Aſs, Maſter Quar- 
lous l | | 

Quar. What then, Maſter Jordan? — 

Nuoc. I do vapour him the Lye. 

Quar. Faith, and to any Man that vapours me the 
Lye, I do vapour that: 

Knic, Nay, then, Vapours upon Vapours. 

Edg. Nig. Ware the Pan, the Pan, Pan, ſhe comes 
with the Pan, Gentlemen. God bleſs the Woman. 


2 Urs. Oh. [They fight. 


Era. What's the Matter? 

Tus, Goodly Woman! 

Moon. Miſtreſs! [She falll avitß the Pig-pan. 

Urs Curſe of Hell; that ever I ſaw theſe Fiends, oh! 
I ha'ſcal'd my Leg, my Leg, my Leg. I ha' loſta Limb 
in- the Service? run for- ſome Cream and Sallad Oil, . 
quickly. Are you under-peering, you Baboon ? rip off. 
my Hoſe, an'you be Men, Men, Men. | 

Moon. Run you for ſome Cream, good Mother Joan. 
Pl! look to:your Basket. 

Lea. Beſt fit up your Chair, Ua. Help, Gentlemen. 

Koc. Be of good Chear, Urs, thou haſt hinder'd me 
the currying of a Couple of Stallions, here, that abus'd 
the good Race-Zawd o'5mithfield ; *twas time for em 
to go. 

Nig. I Faith, when the Pan«came, they had made you 
run elſe. (this had been a fine time for Purchaſe, if you 
had ventur'd.) | 
2 Not a Whit, theſe Fellows were too fine to carry 

oney. | 

Knoc. Nightingale, get ſome Help to carry her Leg 
out o'the Air; take off her Shoes; bod o'n ſmhe has 
the Mallanders, the Scratches, the Crown-ſcab, and the 
Quitter-bone, i'the other Leg. | 

Urs. Oh] the Pox, why do you put me in Mind o my 


Leg, thus, to make it prick, and ſfioot? wou'd you ha? 


me i the Hoſpital afore. my time? Nac. 
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Nuoc. Patience, Urs, take a good Heart, tis but a p 
Fliſter, as big as a Windgall ; Ill take it away with the «i 


White of an Egg, a little Honey, and Hog's Greaſe, ha - 
thy Paſterns well roll'd, and thou ſhal't pace again by * 
To-morrow. I'll tend thy Booth, and look to thy Affairs, N, 


the while: thou ſhalt ſit !thy Chair, and give Directi- 
ons, and ſhine Ur/a-major. 

SCENE VI. * 
Juſtice, Edgævorth, Nightingale, Cokes, Waſp, Miſtreſs 


wverdo, Grace. 


Theſe are the Fruits of Bottle-ale, and Tobacco! the MW ® 
Foam of theone, and the Fumes of theother ! Stay, young 
Man, and deſpiſe not the Wiſdom of theſe few Hairs, - 
that are grown grey in care of thee | | B. 
Ede. Nightingale, ſtay a little. Indeed I'll hear ſome B 
o' this! | 
Cok. Come, Numps, come, where are you? welcome = 
into the Fair, Miſtreſs Grace. 
Eds. Slight, he will call Company, you ſhall ſee, and 
put us into Doings preſently. Fo 
Fus. Thirſt not after that frothy Liquor, Ale: for, _ 
who knows, when he openeth the Stopple, what may ſy 
be in the Bottle ? hath not a Snail, a Spider, yea a. T 
Neuftbeen found there ? thirſt not after it, Youth ; thirſt P, 
not after it. wy 
Cok. This is a brave Fellow, Numps, let's hear him. 
| Waſp Sblood, how brave is he? in a guarded Coat? 
1 4 you were beſt truck with him, e' en ſtrip, and truck pre- 
. ſently, it will become you, why will you hear him, be- 
VE) | cauſe he is an Af:, and may be a kin to the Cokeſes / 
bt Cok O, good Numps J | þ 
| Jus. Neither do thou luſt after. that tawny Weed, A 
| Tobacco. 8 
i Cok. Brave Words! 
| : Fur. Whoſe Complexion is like the Iadiau's that vents: f. 
1 It! | 
1 Cok. Are they not brave Words, Siſter? : 
F* | Jus. And who can tell, if, beſore the gathering, and ( 
making up thereof, the Alligator hath not piſs'd thereon 2? 
Waſp. Sheart let em be brave Wards, as brave as 
they will! and they were all the brave Words ia a Coun-- a 


try, 
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try, how then ? will you away yet? ha' you enough on 
him? \liſtreſs Grace, come you away, I pray you, be 
not you acceſſary. If you do loſe your Licence, or 
ſomewhat elſe, Sir, with liſt' ning to his Fables: ſay, 
Numps, is a Witch, with all my Heart, do, fay ſo. 

Cok. Avoid 1'your Sattin Doublet, Numps. | 

Jus. The creeping Venom of which ſubtil Serpent, as 
ſome late Writers affirm; neither the cutting of the pe- 
rilous Plant, nor the drying of it, nor the lighting, or 
burning, can any Way perſway or aſſwage. 

Cok. Good, i' Faith! is't not, Siſter ? 

Jus. Hence it is, that the Lungs of the Tobacconiſt 
are rotted, the Liver ſpotted, the Brain ſmoak'd like the 
Backſide of the Pigwoman's Booth, here, and the whole 
Body within black, as her Pan, you ſaw e' en now, with- 
out. 

Cok. A fine Similitude, that, Sir ! did you ſee the Pan ? 

Eag. Ves, Sir. | 

Jus. Nay, the Hole in the Noſe here, of ſome Tobac- 
co-takers, or the third Noſtril (if I may ſo call it) which 
makes, that they can vent the Tobacco out, like the Ace 
of Clubs, or rather the Fleur-de-/ice, is cauſed from the 
Tobacco, the mere Tobacco! when the Poor innocent 
Pox, having nothing to do there, is miſerably, and moſt 
unconſcionably ſlander'd. | 

Cok. Who would ha' miſs'd this, Siſter ? 

Over. Not any body, but Numps. | 

Cok. He does not underſtand. 

Edg. Nor you feel. 

Cok. What would you have, Siſter, of a Fellow [ He 
picks his Purſe.) that knows nothing but a Basket-hilt, 
and an old Fox in't? the beſt Muſick, i'the Fair, will 
not move a Log. 8 

Eag. In, to Urſia, Nightingale, and carry her Com- 
fort : ſee it told. This Fellow was ſent to us by Fortune, 
for our firſt Fairing. 

Jus. But what Lt I of the Diſeaſes of the Body, 
Children of the Fair ? 

Cok. That's to us, Siſter. Brave I! Faith. 

Jus. Hark, O, you Sons and Daughters of Smithfield! 
and hear what Malady it doth the Mind : It 2 

wear- 
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Swearing, it cauſeth Swaggering, it cauſeth Snuffling, 


and Snarling, and now and then a Hurt. 

Over. He hath ſomething of. Maſter Owveras, me- 
thinks, Brother. , 

Cok. So methought, Siſter, very much of my Brother 
Owverdo : And tis, when he ſpeaks. 

F us. Look into any Angle o'the Town, (the Srreigbis, 
or the Bermuda's) where the quarrelling Leflon is read, 
and how do they entertain the time, but with Bottle- 
ale and Tobacco? The Lecturer is o one Side, and his 
Pupils o'the other; but the Seconds are ſtill Bottle-ale 
and Tobacco, for which the Lecturer reads, and the 


Novices pay. Thirty Pound a Week in Bottle-ale ! Forty 


in Tobacco! and ten more in Ale again. Then for a 
Suit to drink in, ſo much, and (that being ſlaver'd) ſo 
much for another Suit, and then a third Suit, and 4 
fourth Suit! and ſtill the Bottle-ale ſhyereth, and the 
Tobacco itinketh ! 5 
Maß. Heart of a Madman ! ate you. rooted here? 
will you never away? what can any Man fifid out ih this 
bawling Fellow, to grow here for ? he is a full Hand- 
ful higher. ſin'he heard him, will you fix here? and ſet 
up a Booth ?- Sir.? ; 
Ju. I will conclude briefly——— 


Waſp. Hold your Peace, you roaring Raſcal, I'll run 


my Head i'yourChaps elſe. You were beſt build a Booth, 
and entertain him, make your Will, and you ſay the 
Word, and him your Heir! Heart, I never knew one 
taken .wizh a Mouth of a Peck, afore. By this Light, 
I'll carry you away o'my Back, and you will not 
come. 

| He takes him on his Back, 

Cok. Stay Numps, ſtay, ſet me down: I ha'loſt my 
Purſe, Numps, O my Purie! one o'my fine Purſes is gone, 

Ower. Is't indeed, Brother? | 

Col. I, as I am honeſt Man, would I' were an errant 
— elſe ! a Plague of all Roguery, damn'd Cut - purſes 

or me. 

Haß. Bleſs em with all my Heart, with all my Heart, 
do you fee !- Now, as I am no Infidel, that I know of, 
Jam glad on't. I am, (tere's my Witneſs ) do you fee. 
| Sir ? 


wt ci. kt Sy 
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Sir ? I did not tell you of his Fables, I? no, no, I am 
a dull Malt-horſe, I, I know nothing. Are you not 


juſtly ſerv'd i your Conſcience now? ſpeak i your Con- 


ſcience. Much good do you with all my Heart, and his 
cood Heart that has it, with all my Heart again. 

Eds. This Fellow is very charitable, would he had a 
Furſe too ! but, I muſt not be too bold, all at a time. 

Cok. Nay, Numps, it is not my beſt Purſe. | 

I/aſp. Not your beſt ! Death ! why ſhould it be your 
worlt ? why ſhould it be any, indeed, at all? anſwer me 
to that, gi'me a Reaſon from you, why it ſhould be any? 

Cok. Nor my Gold, Numps, ; I ha that yet, look here 
elſe, Siſter. 

Waſp. Why ſo, there's all the Feeling he has 

Over. | pray you, have a better Care of that, Brother. 

Co. Nay, fo 1 will, I warrant you; let him catch 
this, that catch can. I would fain ſee him get this, look 


you here. 


Wafp. So, ſo, ſo, ſo, fo, ſo, fo, ſo ! very good. 

Cok. I would ha' him come again, now, and but offer 
at it. Siſter, will you take Notice of a Jeſt? [ will 
put it juſt where Yother was, and if we ha'good Luck, 
= 2 ſee a delicate fine Trap to catch the Cutpurſe, 
nibbling. | 

Edge. aith, and he'll try ere you be out o'the Fair. 

Cok. Come, Miſtreſs Grace, pry'thee be not melancholy 
for my Miſchance; Sorrow wr not keep it, Sweetheart. 

Gra. 1 do not think on't, Sir. 

Coe. "Twas but a little ſcurvy white Money, hang it: 
it may hang the Cutpurſe, one Day. I ha' Gold left 
to gi'thee a Fairing, yet, as hard as the World goes; 
nothing angers me, but that no body here, look'd like a 
Cutpurſe, unleſs *twere Numps. | 
Maß. How? I? I look like a Cutpurſe? Death! 
your Siſter's a Cutpurſe ! and your Mother and Father, 
and all your Kin were C e And here is a Rogue 
I; 9 Bawd o' the Cutpurfes, whom I will beat to begin . 
with. 


Cot, Numps, Numps. 


Over. 
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Over. Good Mr. Humphrey. 
Waſp. You are the Patrico! are you ? the Patriarch 
of the Cutpurſes ? you ſhare, Sir, they ſay, let em ſhare 
this with you. [Waſp beats the Fuſtice.] Are you i' your 
hot Fit of preaching again? I'll cool you. 

Jus. Hold thy Hand, Child of Wrath, and Heir of 
Anger, make it not Childermaſs Day in thy Fury, or 
the Feaſt of the French Bartholomew, Parent of the Maſ- 


ſacre. Murther, Murther, Murther. ph 
EEE.» 4 de 
: | bu 
AST IE SCENE L 

Whit. Haggiſe, Briſtle, Leatherhead, Traſb. 1 
AY, tiſh all gone, now ! diſh tiſh phen tou vilt 5 

not be phitin Call, Maſter Offiſner, phat iſh a 

an te better to liſhen out Noyſhes for tee, and tou art in 
oder 'orld, being very ſhuffiſhient Neyſhes and gallantſh 8 

too. one 0'their brabbleſh wou'd have fed uſh all diſh 
Fortnight, but tou art ſo buſhy about Begger'ſh ſti], tou 8 
haſt no leſhure to intend Shentlemen, an't be. by 

Hag. Why, I told you, Davy Briſtle. 


Bri. Come, come, you told me a Pudding, Toby Hag- 
giſe; a Matter of nothing; I am ſure it came to nothing 
you ſaid, let's go to Lias, indeed; but then you met 
the Man with the Monſters, and I could not get you 
from him. An old Fool, not leave ſeeing yet ! 

Hag.Why, who would ha'thought any body would ha' 
quarrell'd ſo early? or that the Ale o che Fair would ha 
been up ſo ſoon. \ 

bi. Phy ? phat a Clock toeſt tou tink it iſh, Man ? 

Hag. I cannot tell. 

M hi. Tou art a viſhe Vatchman, i'te mean tem. 

Hag. Why ? ſhould the Watch go by the Clock, or 
the Clock by the Watch, I pray ? 

Bri. One ſhould go by another, if they did well. 

Ni. Tou art right now ! phen didſt tou ever know, 
or hear of a ſhufficient Vatchman, but he did tell the 
Clock, phat Buſhineſs ſoever he had ? 

- Bri. Nay, that's moſt true, a ſufficient Watchman 
Knows what o'Clock it is. _ 
i, 
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IWhi. Shleeping, or vaking ! aſh well as te Clock him- 
ſhelf, or te Jack dat ſhtrikes him ! 


Bri. Let's enquire of Maſter Leatherhead, or Joan 
<h Traſh here. Maſter Leatherhead, do you hear, Maſter 
_e Leatherhead ? | 8 
2 Whi. If it be a Ledderhead, tiſh a very tick Ledder- 

head, tat ſho much Noiſn vill not peirſn him. 
of Lea. I have a little Buſineſs now, good Friends, do not 
1. trouble me. — 


Il hi. Phat? becauſe o'ty wrought Neet Cap, and t 
phelvet Sherkin, Man! phy ? 1 haveſheen tee inty Led- 
* der Sherkin, ere now, Maſhter ode Hobby-horſes, as 
buſhy and as ſtately as tou ſheem'ſt to be. 

Tra. Why, what an'you have, Captain Whz? ? he 
has his Choice of Jerkins, you may ſee by that, and his 
Caps too, I aſſure you, when he pleaſes to be either ſick, 
or imploy'd. 

Lea. God a Mercy Joan, anſwer for me. 
bi. Away, be not ſheen i'my Company, here be 
Shentlemen and Men of Vorſhip. 

| SCENE II. 
Juarlous, Whit, Win-wife, Buſy, Fohn, Purecraft, Win, 
Knockhum, Moon-calf, Ur/la. 

We had wonderful ill Luck, to miſs this Prologue o 
the Purſe, but the beſt is, we ſhall have five A#s of him 
e're Night: he' il be Spectacle enough ! I'll anſwer fort. 

I hi. O Creeſh ! Duke 2 varlous; how doſht tou ? tou 
doſht not know me, I fear ? I am te viſheſht Man, but 
Juſtiſn Overdo, in all Bartholomew Fair, now. Gi'me 


Twelve- pence from tee, I vill help tee to a Vife vorth 
forty Marks for't, an't be. 


uar. Away, Rogue, Pimp, away. 

lan? | 2 And the all ſnew = as fre cut o'rk for't in 
her Shmock too, as tou canſht viſhe i' Faith; vilt tou 
8 have her, vorſhipful Vin-vife? I vill help tee to her, 
” heere, an't be, in te Pig-quarter, gi'me ty Twelve; 
| pence from tee. | | F 
Win-w. Why, there's Twelvepence, pray thee wilt 

4 * thou be gone. Fo hes Gabe 


ſtill. 


bi. Tou art a vorthy Man, and a vorſhipful Man 
2uar. Get you gone, Raſcal. Whi. 
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Whi. I do mean it, Man, Frinſh 2warlous, if tou 
haſht need on me, tou ſhalt find me heere, at UVa's, I 
vill ſee phat Ale, and Punque iſh te Pigſhty, for tee, 
bleſs ty good Vorſhip. | 

Quar. Look ! who comes here ! John Little- ait 

Min c. And his Wife, and my Widow, her Mother: 
the whole Family. | 85 

Quar. Slight, you muſt grem all Fairings, now! 

N in- au. Not I, I'll not ſee em. 

Auar. They are going a Feaſting. What School- 
maſter's that's with em? | 

Win-w. That's my Rival, I believe the Baker 

Buſ. So, walk on in the middle Way, fore-right, 
turn neither to the right Hand, nor to the left : let not 
your Eyes be drawn aſide with Vanity, nor your Ear 
with Noiſes. | 

Quar. | know him by that Start! 

Lea. What do you lack? what do you buy, pretty 
Miſtreſs! a fine Hobby-horſe, to make your Son 
.a Tilter? a Drum, to make him a Soldier ? a Fiddle, to 
make him a Reveller? What is't you lack? little Dogs 
for your Daughters ! or Babies, Male or Female? 

Buſ. Look not toward them, hearken not: the Place 
is Smithfield, or the Field of Smiths, the Grove of Hob- 
.by-horſes and Trinkets, the Wares are the Wares of 
Devils. And the whole Fair is the Shop of Satan! 

"They are Hooks, and Baits, very Baits, that are hung 
out on every Side, to catch you, and to hold you, as it 
were, by the Gills, and by the Noſtrils, as the Fiſher 
doth : therefore, you muſt not look, nor turn toward 
them The Heathen Man could ſtop his Ears with 
Wax, againſt the Harlot o'the Sea: Do you the like, 
-with your Fingers againſt the Bells of the Beaſt. 

;Win-w. What Flaſhes comes from him 

Quar. O, he has thoſe of his Oven! a notable hot 
Baker twas, when he ply'd the Peel: he is leading his 
Flock into the Fair, now. | 

Win-w. Rather driving em to the Pens: for he will 
let *em look upon nothing. 

Krnoc. Gentlewomen, theWeather's hot! whither walk 
you? Have a Care 0'your fine Velvet Caps, the Fair is 

duſty. Lit- 


tou 
s, I 
tee, 


ler: 
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Little wit is gazing at the Sign, aubich is the Pig's-bead, 
avith a large Writing under it.] Take a ſweet delicate 
Booth, with Boughs, here i'the Way, and cool yourſelyes 
i'the Shade, you and your Friends. The beſt Pig and 
Bottle-ale i'the Fair, Sir. Old Ur//a is Cook, there you 
may read : the Pig's Head ſpeaks it. Poor Soul, ſhe has 
kad a Stringhalt, the Maryhincho: but ſhe's prettily a- 


mended. 


Il hi. A delicate Show-pig, little Miſtriſs, with ſhweet 
Sauce, and Crackling, like Bay-leafe 1'de Fire, la! Tou 
ſhalt hade cleane Side o'de Table-clot, and di glaſſ vaſſi d 
with Phaterſh of Dame Anne gſe Clare. 

Job. This's fine, verily, here be the beſt Pigs; and 


ſhe does roaſt em as well as ever ſhe did; the Pig's Head 


ſays. | | 

Knoc. Excellent, excellent, Miſtreſs, with Fire o' Ju- 
viper and Roſemary Branches! The Oracle of the Pig's 
Head, that, Sir. . 

Pur. Son, were you not warn'd of the Vanity of the 
Eye? have you forgot the wholſome Admonition, ſo 
ſoon? 

Job. Good Mother, how ſhall we find a Pig, if we 
do not look about for't? will it run off o'the Spit into 
our Mouths, think. you? as in Labberlaxnd ? and cry, we, 
ave. 

Byſ. No, but your Mother, religiouſly-wiſe, conceiv- 
eth it may offer itſelf, by other Means, to the Senſe, as 
by Way of Steam, which I think it doth, here in this 
Place (uh, uh) yes, it doth, [Buſy ſcents after it lile a 
Ileund.] and it were a Sin of Obſtinacy, great Obſtinacy, 
high and horrible Obſtinacy, to decline, or reſiſt che | 
Titillation of the famelick Senſe, which is the Smell. 
Therefore be bold (uh, uh, uh, ) follow the Scent. Enter 
the Tents of the Unclean, for once, and ſatisfy your 
Wife's Frailty. Let your frail Wiſe be fatisfy'd : your 
— Mother, and my ſuffering ſelf, will alio be ſatis- 
y'd. 

Joh. Come, Win, as good Winny here, as go fartfer 


and ſee nothing. 


| Buſ. We ſcape ſo much of the other Vanities, by our 


early entring. 


Pur, It is an edifying Conſideration. Win-w. 
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Win-w. This is ſcurvy that we muſt come into the 
Fair and not look on't. : 

Job. Win, have Patience Vin, Il tell you more anon. 

Knoc. Moon-calf, entertain within there, the beſt Pig 
i'the Booth; a Pork-like Pig. Theſe are Banbury-bloods, 
o the ſincere Stud, come a Pig-hunting. Mbit, wait 
I hit, look to your charge. 5 

Buſ. A Pig prepare, preſently, let a Pig be prepar'd 
to us. 

Moon. Slight, who be theſe ? 

Urs. Is this the good Service, Fordan, you'll do me ? 

Nuoc. Why, Urs? why, Urs? thou'lt ha* Vapours 
'thy Leg again preſently, pray thee go in, 't may turn 
to the Scratches elſe. ; 

Urs. Hang your Vapours, they are ſtale, and ſtink 
like you. are theſe the Gueſts o'the Game, you promis'd 
to fill my Pit withal To-day ? 

Knoc. What ail they, Urs ? 

Urs. Ailthey ? they are all Sippers, Sippers o'the City, 
they look as they would not drink off two Penn'orth of 
Bottle-ale amongſt 'em. | 
Moon. A body may read that 1'their ſmall printed 
Ruffs. | 

Nuoc. Away, thou art a Fool, Urs, and thy Moon- 
calf too, i' your ignorant Vapours, now ? hence, good 
Gueſts, I ſay right Hypocrites, good Gluttons. In, and 
ſet a couple o Pigs o'the Board, and half a Dozen of the 
biggeſt Bottles afore em, and call Vbhit, I do not love to 

hear Innocents abus d: Fine ambling Hypocrites ! and 
a Stone Puritan, with a Sorrel Head and Beard, good 
mouth'd Gluttons : two to a Pig, away. 
Urs. Are you ſure they are ſuch ? | 
Knoc. O'the right Breed, thou ſhalt try 'em by the 
Teeth, Urs, where's this Whit ? | 
Whi. Behold Man and ſee, what a worthy Man am ee ! 
With the fury of my Sword, and the ſhaking of my 
1 will make tex thouſand Men afeard. [ Beard, 

Knoc. Well ſaid, brave Wh:t, in, and fill the Ale out 
o'the Bottles, into the Bellies of the Brethren, ard the 
Siſters drink to the Cauſe, and pure Vapours. 

Luar. My Roarer is turn'd Tapſter, methinks. Now 

: | were 
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were a fine time for thee, Win- auiſe, to lay aboard thy 
Widow, thou' lt never be Maſter of a better Seaſon, or 
Place; ſhe that will venture herſelf into the Fair, and 
a Pig-box, will admit any Aſſault, be aſſur'd of that, 

V'in-w. I love not Enterpriſes of that Suddenneſs, tho'. 

2uar. I'll warrant thee, then, no Wife out o'the Wi- 
dow's Hundred : if I had but as much Title to her, as 
to have breath'd once on that ſtreight Stomacher of 
her's, I would now aſſure myſelf to carry her, yet e're 
ſhe went out of Smithfield, Or ſhe ſhould carry me, 
which were the fitter Sight, I confeſs. But you are a 
modeſt Undertaker, by Circumſtances, and Degrees; 
come, tis Diſeaſe in thee, not Judgment, I ſhould of- 
fer at all together. Look, here's the poor Fool, again, 
that was ſtung by the Waſp, e're while. 

SCENE HI. 
Fuſtice, Win-wwife, Quas lous. 

Jus. I will make no more Orations, ſhall draw on 

theſe tragical Concluſions. And I begin now to think, 


that by a Spice of collateral Juſtice, Adam Owerdo de- 


ſerv'd this Beating ; for I the ſaid Adam was one Cauſe 
(a By-cauſe) why the Purſe was loſt : and my Wife's 
Brother's Purſe too, which they know not of yet. But 
I ſhall make very good Mirth with it, at Supper, (that 
will be the Sport) and put my little Friend Mr. Hum- 
phry Waſp's Choler quite out of Countenance. When, 
litting at the upper End o my Table, as I uſe, and drinking 
tomy Brother Cotes, and Mrs. Alice Overdo, as I will, 
my Wife, for their good Affection to old Bradley, I de- 
liver to 'em, it was [ that was cudgell'd, and ſhew 
the Marks. To ſee what bad Events may peep 
out o'the Tail of good Purpoſes ! the Care I had of 


that civil young Man, I took fancy to this Morning, (and 


have not left it yet) drew me to that Exhorta- 
tion, which drew the Company, indeed, which 
drew the Cutpurſe ; which drew the Money ; which 
drew my Brother Cokes's Loſs ; which drew on * 
Anger; which drew on my Beating; a pretty Gradas 
tion! And they ſhall ha' it their Diſh, i' Faith, at Nigh- 
for Fruit: I love to be merry at my Table. I bad 
thought once, at one ſpecial Blow he ga'me, to have re. 
eal'd myſelf ? but then ¶ thank the For titude) I remem 
C 


ber'd” 
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ber'd that a wiſe Man (and who is ever ſo great a Part 
o'the Commonwealth in himſelf) for no particular 
Diſaſter ought to abandon a publick good Deſign. The 
Husbandman ought not, for one unthankful Year, to for- 
fake the Flough ; the Shepherd ought not, for one ſcabb'd 
Sheep, to throw by his Tar-box; the Pilot ought not for 
one Leak the Poop, to quit the Helm; nor the Alder- 
man ought not for one Cuſtard more, at a Meal, to give 
up his Cloak ; the Conftable ought not to break his 


Staff, and forſwear the Watch, for one roaring Night; 


nor the Piper o'the Parith (ut parwis componere magna 
ſolebam) to put up his Pipes, for one rainy Sunday. 
Theſe are certain knocking Concluſions; out of which, 
J am reſolv'd, come what, come can, come &-ating, 
come Impriſonment, cone Infamy, come Baniſhment, 
nay, come the Reck, come the Hurdle, (welcome all) 
I will not diſcover who J am, till my due lime ; and 
yet ſtill, all ſnall be, as | ſaid ever, in juſtice- name, and 
the King's, and for the Commonwealth. 
Win-w. What does he talk to himſeif, and act fo ſe- 
riouſly ? poor Fool | 
| Dar, No Matter what. Here's freſher Argument, in- 


tend that. 
SCENE IV. 


Coles, Leatherhead, Waſp, Miſtreſs Ower-do, Win-awife, 


Quarlous, Traſh, Grace. | 

Co. Come, Miſtreſs Grace, come Siſter, here's more 
fine Sights, yet i Faith. God's 'Slid where's Numps ? 

Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? what is't you 
buy ? fine Rattles ! Drums? Babies? little Dogs? and 
Birds for Ladies? What do you lack: | 

Cok. Good honeſt Numps, keep afore, I am ſo afraid 
thou'lt loſe ſomewhat : my Heart was at my Mouth, 
when I miſs'd thee. 

Waſp. You were belt buy a Whip Fyour Hand to drive 


me. 
Cok. Nay, do not millake, Numb, thou art ſo apt to 


miſtake : I would but watch the Goods. Look you now, 


the treble Fiddle was e' en almoſt like to be loſt. 
Waſp. Pray you take heed you loſe not yourſelf: your 
beſt Way were e'en get up, and ride for more Surety. 
Buy a Token's-worth of great Pins, to faiten yourſelf to 
my Shoulder, KEE. | Lea. 
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rt Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen ? fine Purſes, 
s Pouches, Pincaſes, Pipes? What is't you lack? a Pair o 


vi Smiths, to wake you the Morning? or a fine whiſtling 
4 Pird? 
Cok. Numps, here be finer Things than any we ha” 


or bought by odds ! and more delicate Horſes, a great deal ! 
og 7 hither. 
2 good Numps, ſtay, and come hi 


Maſp. Will you *ſcourſe with him? you are in Smith- 
his ——_—_ 
field, you may fit yourlelf with a fine eaſy- going Street- 


t; nag, for your Saddle again ichaelmas Term, do; has 
— he ne'er a little odd Cart for you, to make a Chariot on, 
0 'the Country, with four py'd Hobby-horſes? why the 
1 Meazels, ſhould you ftand here, with your Train, 
"By cheaping of Dogs, Birds, and Babies? you ha'no Chil- 
— dren to beſtow em on? ha' you? ä 
= Col. No, but again' I ha' Children, Numps, that's all 
3 one. 


gb. Do, do, do, do; how many ſhall you have, think 
vou? an' I were as you, 11d buy forall my Tenants, too, 
they are a kind o'civil Savages, that will part with their 
Children for Rattles, Pipes, and Knives. You were beſt 
buy a Hatchet, or two, and truck with 'em. 

Col. Good Numps, hold that little Tongue o'thine, 
and fave it a Labour. I am reſolute Bat, thou know'ſt. 

I 'aſp. A reſolute Fool you are, I know, and a very 
fufiicient Coxcomb; with all my Heart; nay you have 
it, Sir, and you be angry, Turd i' your Teeth, twice: (if 
I {id it not once afore) and much good do you. 

Jiu. Was there ever ſuch a Self, affliction? and ſo 
impertinent ? 3 

Jug. Alas ! his Care will go ne'er t) crack him, let's 
in, and comfort him. 

//2/þp. Would-I had been ſet i'the Ground, all but the 
He.d on me, and had my Prains bowPFd at, or threſhd 


drive out, when firſt [ underwent this Plague of a Charge ! 
pt to Dar. How now, Numps ! almoſt tir'd i your Protector- 
be ſhip ? over-partcd ? over- parted? 8 
, Waſp. Why, 1 cannot tell, Sir, it may be I am, dce'st 
your grieve you ? 
arety:. Dar. No, I ſwear doe st not, Numps : to ſatisfy you. 
lf to I aſp. Numps ? 'Sblood, you are fine and familiar! 
> how long ha' we been acquairted, I pray you? 


2 Quar. 
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Quar. J think it may be remember'd, Naumps, that! 


twas ſince Morning ſure. 
Waſp. Why, I hope I know't well enough, Sir, I 
did not ask to be told. 
Quar. No? why then? 
Waſp. It's no Matter why, you ſee with your Eyes, 
now, what I ſaid to you To-day ? you'll believe me ano- 
ther Time ? 
Quar. Are you removing the Fair, Numps ? 
Waſp. A pretty Queſtion ! and a very civil one ! yes, 
Faith, I ha'my Lading you ſee; or ſhall have anon, 
you may know whoſe Beaſt I am, by my Burthen. If 
the Pannier-man's Jack were ever better known by his 
Loins of Mutton, I'll be flead, and feed Dogs for him, 
when his Time ccmes. | 
Win-w. How melancholy Miſtreſs Grace is yonder! 
pray thee let's go enter ourſelves in Grace with her. 
Col. Thoſe fix Horſes, Friend I'll have 
Waſp. How ! 
'Cok. And the three Fewws Trumps ; and half a Do- 
zen O Birds and that Drum, (I have one Drum already) 
and your Smiths; I like that Device o' your Smiths, ve- 
ry pretty well, and four Halberts— and (le me ſee) 
that fine painted great Lady, and her three Women for 
State, I'll have. 
Waſp. No, the Shop; buy the whole Shop, it will be 
beſt, the Shop, the Shop ! | 
Lea. If his Worſhip pleaſe. | 
Wasp. Yes, and keep it during the Fair, Bobchin. 
Cok. Peace, Naumps, Friend, do not meddle with him, 
an'you be wiſe, and would ſhew your Head above board: 
he will ſting thorow your wrought Night-cap, believe 
me. A Settof theſe Violins, I would buy too, for a 
delicate young Noiſe I have i'the Country, that are every 
one a Size leſs than another, juſt like your Fiddles. 1 
would fain have a fine young Maſque at my Marriage, 

now I think on't: but I do want ſuch a Number o 
Things. And Numps will not help me now, and I dare 
not ſpeak to him. | 

Tra. Will your Worſhip buy any Gingerbread, very 
gocd Bread, comfortable Bread: 


Cok. Gingerbread ! yes, let's ſee. [ He runs to her Shop. 
Wat. 
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Waſp. There's the Fother Sprindge. 
Lea. Is this well, goody Joan? to interrupt my Mar- 


” ket? in the midſt ? and call away my Cuſtomers ? can 
you anſwer this, at the Pypoudres. 


Tra. Why ? if his Mafterſhip have a Mind to buy, I 
hope my Ware lies as open as another's ; I may ſhew my 
Ware, as well as you yours. 

Cy. Hold your Peace; I'll content you both: I'll 
buy up his Shop, and thy Basket. 

Waſp. Will you i' Faith ? 

Lea. Why ſhould you put him from it, Friend? 

Waſp. Cry your Mercy! you'ld be fold too, would 
you? what's the Price on you? Ferkin, and all as you 
ſand ? ha'you any Qualities ? Tra. Ves, good Man, angry 
Man, you ſhall find he has Qualities, if youcheapen him. 

Waſp. God's ſo, you ha' the ſelling of him ! what are 
they ? will they be bought for Love, or Money ? 

Tra. No indeed, Sir. Wasp. For what then? ViQuals? 

Tra. He ſcorns Victuals, Sir, he has Bread and Butter 
at Home, Thanks be to God! and yet he will do more 
for a good Meal, it the Toy take him i'the Belly, marry 
then they muſt not ſet him at lower End; if they do, 
he'll go away, though he faſt. But put him a- top o'the 
Table, where his Place is, and he'll do you forty fine 
Things. He has not been ſent for, and fought out for 
nothing, at your great City Suppers, to put down Co- 
riat, and Cokeley, and been laugh'd at for his Labour ; 
he'll play you all the Puppets i'the Town over, and the 
Players, every Company, and his own Company too; 
he ſpares no body! Cok. I'Faith ? | 

Tra. He was the firſt, Sir, that ever baited the Fel- 
low i'the Bear's Skin, an'tlike your Worſhip : no Dog 
ever came near him, ſince. And for fine Motions ! 

Cok. Is he good at thoſe too? can he ſet out a Maſque 
trow ? | | 

Tra. O Lord, Maſter ! ſought to far, and near, for 
his Inventions; and he engroſſes all, he makes all 
the Puppets i' the Fair. | 

Cok. Do'ſt thou (in Troth) old Velvet Jerkin? give 
me thy Hand. | 

Tra. Nay, Sir, you ſhall ſee him in his Velvet Jer- 

C 3 kin, 
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kin, and a Scarf, too, at Night, when you hear him 
interpret Maſter Little it's Motion. 

Cob. Speak no more, but ſhut up Shop preſently, 
Friend. I'Il buy both it, and thee too, to carry down 
with me, and her Hamper, beſide. Thy Shop ſhall fur- 


niſh.out the Maſque, and her's the Banquet: I cannot 


go leſs, to ſet out any Thing with Credit. What's the 
Price, at a Word, o =_ whole Shop, Caſe, and all as it 
ſtands ? 
Tea. Sir, it ſtands me in Twenty-ſix Shillings and Se- 
ven-pence Halfpenny; beſides three Shillings for my 
Ground. 

Cok. Well, thirty Shillings will do all, then! And 
what comes yours too? 

Tra. Four Shillings, and Eleyen-pence, Sir, Ground, 
and all, an't like your Worſhip. 

Cok. Yes, it does like my Worſhip very well, poor 
Woman, that s five Shillings more, what a Maſque {hall 
I furniſh out, for forty Shillings ? (twenty Pound Scots) 
and a Banquet of Gingerbread ? there's a ſtately 2 
Numps? Siſter ? and my wedding Gloves too ? (that I 
never thought on afore.) All my wedding Gloves, Gin- 
gerbread ? O me! what a Device will there be? to make 


'em eat their Finger's Ends! and delicate Broches fer 
the Bridemen! and all ! and then PII ha'this Poeſy put 


to em: For the beſt Grace; meaning, . Grace, 
my wedding Poeſy. 

Gra. I am beholden to you, Sir, and to your Partho- 
lomew-wit. 

asp. You do not mean n this, do you ? is this your 
firſt Purchaſe ? 

Cox. Yes Faith, and I do not think, Namps, but 
thou'lt ſay, it was the wiſeſt Act, that ever I did in 
my Wardſhip. 

Waſp. Like enough ! I ſhall ſay any thing. I! 

SCENE. 
Fuſtice, Edgavorth, Nightingale. 

Jus. I cannot beget a Project, with all my political 
Brain, yet; my Project is how to fetch off this proper 
young Man, from is debauch'd Company : I have fol- 
low'd him all the Fair over, and ſtill I find him with 
this Songſter: And I begin ſhrewdly to ſuſpect their 


Fa- 
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Familiarity 3 and the young Man of a terrible Taint, 
Poetry] with which idle Diſeaſe, if he be infected, 
there's no Hope of him, in a State-courſe. Actum ef, 
of him for a Commonwealth's Man: if he go to't in 
Rhime, once. 

Eds. Vonder he is buying o G ingerbread: ſet in quick- 
ly, before he part with too much on his Money. 

Nig. My Maſters and Friends, and good People draw 

near, &C. [ He runs to the Ballad-man. 

Cok. Ballads! hark, hark, hark ! pray thee, Fellow, 
ſtay a little, good Numps, look to the Goods. What 
Ballads haſt thou? let me ſee, let me ſee myielf. 

Waſp. Why ſo! he's flown 'to another Lime-buſh, 
there he will flutter as long more; till he ha' ne'er a 
Feather left. Is there a Vexation like this, Gentlemen? 
will you believe me now, hereafter ? ſhall I have Credit 
with you ? 

Qauar. Ves, Faith, ſhalt thou, Namps, and thou art 
worthy on't, for thou ſweat'ſt for't. I never ſaw a 
young Pimp errant, and his Squire better match'd. 

Wi:-w. Faith, the Siſter comes after em, well, too. 

Gra. Nay, if youſaw the Juſtice her Husband, my 
Guardian, you were fitted for the Meſs, he is ſuch a 
wiſe one his Way 

I ſin-w, I wonder, we ſee him not here. 

Gra. O!] he is too ſerious for this Place, and yet 
better Sport than the other three, I aſſure you, Gentle- 
men: wheree'er he is, tho'it be o'the Bench. 2 

Co#. How doſt thou call it! A Caveat againſt Cut- 
purles ! a good Jeſt, Faith, I would fain fee that Dæ- 


mon, your Cutpurſe, [ He ſhewws his Purſe boajlingly.] you 
tall: of, that delicate handed Devil, they i. walks 
hereabout; I would ſee him walk, now. Look you, 
Siſter, here, here, let him come, Siſter, and welcome. 
Ballad-man, does any Cutpurſes haunt hereabout: ? pray 
thee raiſe me one or two: begin and ſhew me one. 

Nis. Sir, this is a Spell againſt *em, fpick and ſpan 
new ; and 'tis made as *twere in mine own Perſon, and I 
ling it in mine own Defence. But ' twill coſt a Penny 
alone, if you buy it. | | 

Cok. No Matter for the Price, thou doſt not know | 


me, I fee, I am an odd Farthohmew, 


C 4 | Over. 
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Over. Haſt a fine Picture, Brother? 

Coł. O Siſter, do you remember the Ballads over the 
Nurſery-chimney at Home o' my own paſting up, there 
be brave Pictures. Other Manner of Pictures, than theſe, 
Friend. | 

Waſp. Yet theſe will ſerve to pick the Pictures out o- 
your Pockets, you ſhall ſee. | 

Cok. So, I heard 'em ſay. Pray thee mind him not, 
Fellow : he'll have an Oar in every Thing. 


Nig. It was intended, Sir, as if a Purſe ſhould chance 


to be cut in my Preſence, now, I may be blameleſs, 


though : as, by the Sequel, will more plainly appear. 


Cok. We ſhall find that the Matter. Pray thee begin. 

Nig. To the Tune of Packingtox's Pound, Sir. 

Cok. Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, fa, la, la, la. Nay, Þll 
Put thee in Tune, and all ! mine own Country Dance ! 
Pray thee begin. | 

Nig. It is a gentle Admonition, you muſt know, Sir, 
both to the Purſe- cutter, and the Purſe-bearer. 

Cok. Not a Word more, outo'the Tune, an'thou lov'ſt 
me: Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, fa, la, la. Come when! 

Nig. My Maſters and Friends, and good People draw near, 
And lookto your Purſes, for that I do ſay; 
Coł. Ha, ha, this chimes ! good Counſel at firſt Daſh, 
Nig. And tho' little Money in them you do bear. 
It coft more to get, than to loſe in a Day. [ Cok. Good 
You of t have been told, Both the young and the old; 
{Cok. Well ſaid ! he were to blame that would not 
i Faith. | | 
And bidden beware of the Cutpurſe ſo bold: 
Then if you take heed not, free me from the Curſe, 
Who both give you Warning, for and, the Cutpur/e. 


Youth, Youth, thou had'ſt better been ſtardꝰ d by thyNurſe, 


Than live to be hanged for cutting a Purſe. 
Cok. Good i' Faith, how ſay you Namps ? Is there 
any Harm i'this? 

Nig. It hath been upbraided to Men of my Trade, 
That ofi-times we are the Cauſe of this Crime. 
Alack and for Pity, why ſhould it be ſaid? 
As if they regarded or Places, or Time. | 

Examples haue been, [Cok. More Coxcombs 


Op ſome th at were ſeen, [they that did it, I wuls. 


In 
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In Weſtminſter Hall, yea the Pleaders between, 
Then why ſhould the Judges be free from this Curſe, 
More than my poor ſelf, for cutting the Purſe ? 
Youth, Youth, thou hadft better been flarv'd by thy Nurſe, 
Than live to be hanged for cutting a Purſe. 
Cok. God a Mercy for that! why ſhould they be more 

free indeed ? 

Cok. That again, good Ballad-man, that again. [He 


ſings the Burthen with him.] O rare! I would fain rub 


mine Elbow now, but I dare not pull out my Hand. On 
I pray thee, he, that made this Ballad, ſhall be Poet to 
my Maſque. | 
Nig. At Worc'ter tis known well, and even i the Jail, 
A Knight of good Worſhip did there ſhew his Face, 
Againſt the foul Sinners, in Zeal for to rail, 
And hft (ipſo facto) his Purſe in the Place. 
' © Nay, once from the Seat [Ck. Is it poflible? 
Of Judgment /o great, 


A F uage there did loſe a fair Pouch of Velvet. [ Cob. LF aith? 


O Lord for thy Mercy, how wicked or worſe, | 
Are thoſe that fo venture their Necks for a Purſe ! 
Youth, Youth, &c. 
Cok. Youth, &c. pray thee ſtay a little, Friend, yet o'thy 
Conſcience, Numps, ſpeak, is there any harm i'this ? Waſp. 
To tell you true, 'tis too good for you, leſs you had Grace to 
follow it. Jus. It doth diſcover Enormity, I'll mark it more 
I ha'notlik*d a paltry Piece of Poetry, ſo well a good while. 
Cok. Youth, Youth, &c.! Where's this Youth, now? 


A Man muſt call upon him, for his own good, and yet 


he will not appear : look here, here's for him ; Han- 
dy-dandy, [ He ſhews his Purſe.) which Hand will he 
have? On, I pray thee, with the reſt, I do hear of him, 
but I cannot ſee him, this Maſter Jouth, the Cutpurſe. 
Nig. At Plays and at Sermons, and at the Seſſions, 
*Trs daily their Practice ſuch Booty to male: 
Yea, under the Gallows, at Executions, 
They flick not the Stare-abouts Purſes to take. 
Nay one without Grace, [Cok. That was a ſine 
At @ better Place, [Fellow I'd have him, now. 
At Court, and in Chriſtmas, before the King's Face, 
Alack then for Pity, muſt I bear the Curſe, 
That only belongs to the cunning Cutpurſe ? 
C5 Cal. 
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Cok. But where's their Cunning, now, when they 
ſhould uſe it? they are all chain'd now, I warrant you. 


Youth, Youth, thou hadſft better, &c. The Rat-catcher's . 


Charm, all are Fools and Aſſes to this! A Pox on 'em, 
that they will not come ! that a Man ſhould have ſuch 
a Deſire to a Thing, and want it. 

Juar. Fore God, I'd give half the Fair, and 'twere 
mine, for a Cutpurſe for him, to ſave his Longing. 

[ He ſhews his Purſe again. 

Cok. Look you Siſter, here, here, where is't now? 
which Pocket is't in? for a Wager ? | 

Waſp. I beſeech you leave your Wagers, and let him 
end his Matter, an't may be. | 

Ck. O, are you edify'd, Numps ? 


Jus. Indeed he does interrupt him, too much: There 


Numps ſpoke to Purpole. | 
Cok. Siſter, I am an Aſs, I cannot keep my Purſe: 
on, on ; Ipray thee, Friend. 
Win-w. Will you ſee Sport? look, there's a Fellow 
gathers up to him, mark. 
Nig. But O, you vile Nation of Cutpurſes all, 
Relent and repent, and amend and be ſound, 
And know that you ought not, by honeſi Men's Fall, 
Advance your own Fortunes, to die above Ground, 
And tho“ you go gay, 
| In Sls as you may, | 
1t is not the Highway to Heaven, (as they ſay) 
Repent then, repent you, for better, for worſe . 
And kiſs not the Gallows for cutting a Purſe. 


Veuth, Youth, thou hadft better been flaræꝰ d by thy Nurſe, 


Than live to be hanged for cutting @ Purſe. 
2uar. Good, i' Faith! oh, he has lighted on the wrong 
Pocket. | 


Vl in-w. He has it, fore God he is a brave Fellow; 


Pity he ſhould be detected. 

All. An excellent Ballad! an excellent Ballad ! 

Eds. Friend, let me ha' the firſt, let me ha' the firſt, 
I pray you. 

Col. Pardon me, Sir. Firſt come, firſt ſerv'd; an 
Fl buy the whole Bundle too. . 


Win-w. That Conveyance was better than all, did you 


ſee it ? he has given the Purſe to the Ballad- ſinger. 
| | : : 5 Juar 5 
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Quar. Has he? 

Ede. Sir, 1 cry you Mercy ; Tul not hinder the poor 
Man's Profit : pray you miſtake me not. 

Col. Sir, I take you for an honeſt Gentleman: if 
that be miſtaking, I met you To- day afore: ha Um! O 
God! my Purſe is gone, my Purſe, my Purſe, &c. 

Map. Come do not make a ſtir, and cry yourſelf an 
Aſs, thoro' the Fair afore your time. 

Cok. Why, haſt thou it, Numps ! good Numps, how 

came you by it? I mar'l! . 

M alp. I pray you ſeek ſome other Gameſter, to play 
the Fool with: you may loſe it time enough, for all 
your Fair Wit. | 

Cok. By this good Hand, Glove and all, I ha 
loſt it already, if thou haſt it not: feel elſe, and Mi- 
{tre's Grace's Handkerchief, too out o'the other Pocket. 

Map. Why, tis well; very well, exceeding pretty, 
and well. 

Edg. Are you ſure you ha' loſt it, Sir? 

Col O God! yes; as 1 am an honeſt Man, I had it 
but e'en now, at Youth, Youth. 

Niz. I hope you ſuſpect not me, Sir. 


Ed. Thee? that were a Jeft indeed! Doft thou think: 


the Gentleman 1s fooliſh ? where hadit thou Hands, 1 
pray thee? Away, Afs, away. 


Jus. I ſhall be beaten again, if I be ſpy'd. 


Eag. Sir, I _— an odd Fellow, yonder, is ſtealing 


away. 

Ove. Brother, it is the preaching Fellow ! you ſhall 
ſ ſuſpect him. He was at your tother Purſe, yon know ! 

Nay, ſtay, Sir, and view the Work you ha'done, an 

you be benefic'd at the Gallows, and preach there, thank 
your own Handy-work. 

C2#. Sir, you ſhall take no Pride in your Preferment : ; 
you ſhall be filenc'd quickly. 

Jus. What do you mean? ſweet Buds of Geneility. 


Cob. To ha'my Penn'orths out on ycu : Bud. No 
leſs than two Purſes a Day, ſerve you ? I thought you | 


2 imple Fellow, when my Man Numps beat you, i the 
Morning, and pitted you 

Owe. Sodid I, Pl be ſworn Brother; but now I * 
he is a lewd and pernicious Erormity : (as Maſter Ower-- 
4 calls him.) e Jus. 
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Jus. Mine own Words turn d upon me, like Swords. 

Co. Cannot a Man's Purſe be at quiet for you, i'the 

Maſter's Pocket, but you muſt entice it forth, and de- 
bauch it ? : 

Waſp. Sir, Sir, keep your Debauch, and your Barthe- 
lomew Terms to yourſelf ; and make as much on em as 
you pleaſe. But gi'me this from you, I'the mean time: 
Waſp tales the Licence from him.] I beſeech you, ſee if 
I can look to this. | 

Cok. Why, Numps ? | 

Waſp. Why! becauſe you are an Aſs, Sir, there's a 
Reaſon the ſhorteſt Way, and you will needs ha'it ; now 
you ha'got the Trick of loſing, you'd loſe your Breech, 
an'twere looſe. I know you, Sir, come, deliver, you'll 

and crack the Vermin, you breed now, will you? tis 
very fine, will you ha” the Truth on't ? they are ſuch 
retchleſs Flies as you are, that blow Cutpurſes abroad 
m every Corner ; your fooliſh having of Money makes 
'em. An' there were no wiſer than I, Sir, the Trade 
ſhould lie open for you, Sir, it ſhould i' Faith, Sir. I 
would teach your Wit to come to your Head, . Sir, as 


well ag your Land to come into your Hand, I aſſure you, 
Li. | 

Wi*-w. Alack, good Numps. 

Waſp. Nay, Gentlemen, never pity me, I am not 
worth it: Lord ſend me at Home once, to Harrow 0 the 
Hill again, if I travel any more, call me Coriat ; withall 
my Heart. 
 Duar. Stay, Sir, I muſt have a Word with you in 
Private. Do you hear? 

Fag. With me, Sir? what's your Pleaſure ? good Sir. 

Quar. Do not deny it. You area Cutpurſe, Sir, this 
Gentleman here, and I, ſaw you, nor do we mean to 
detect you (tho' we can ſufficiently inform ourſelves, to- 
wards the Danger of concealing you) but you. muſt do 
us a Piece of Service. 

Eag. Good Gentlemen, do not undo me; I am a ci- 
vil young Man, and but a Beginner, indeed. 

Quar. Sir, your Beginning ſhall bring on your Ending, 
for us. We are no Catch TJ es nor Conſtables. That 
you are to undertake, is this; you ſaw the old Fellow, 
with the black Box, here? | 

Eq. 
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Eag. The little old Governor, Sir? 

Quar. That ſame : I ſee, you have flown him to a 

Mark already. I would ha'you get away that Box from 
him, and bring it us. 
Eag. Would you ha'the Box and all, Sir? or only 
that, that's in't? I'll get you that, and leave him the 
Box, to play with ſtill ; (which will be the harder the 
two) becauſe I would gain your Worſhip's good Opinion 
of me. | 

Win-w. He ſays well, tis the greater Maſt'ry, and 
'twill make the more Sport when 'tis miſs'd. 

Eag. I, and 'twill be the longer a miſſing, to draw on 
the Sport. 


2uar. But look you do it now, Sirrah, aud keep your 
Word: or 

Eag. Sir, if ever I break my Word, with a Gentle- 
man, may I never read Word at my need. Where ſhall 
I find you? , 

Quar. Somewhere i'the, Fair, hereabouts. Diſpatch it 
quickly. I would fain ſee the careful Fool deluded ! of 
all Beaſts, I love the ſerious Aſs. He that takes Pains 
to be one, and plays the Fool, with the greateſt Dili- 
gence that can be. 

Gra. Then you would not chooſe, Sir, but love my 
Guardian, Juſtice Owerdo, who is anſwerable to that 
Deſcription, in every Hair of him. 

2uar. So I have heard. But how came you, Miſtreſs 
Welborn, to be his Ward? or have Relation to him, at 
firſt ? 

Gra. Faith, thro' common Calamity, he bought me, 
Sir: and now he will marry me to his Wife's Brother, 
this wiſe Gentleman, that you ſee, or elſe I muſt pay 
Value o'my Land. - 

Quar. 'Slid, is there no Device of Diſparagement? or 
ſo ? talk with ſome crafty Fellow, ſome Picklock o'the: 
Law ! Would I had ſtudied a Year longer i'the Inns of 
Court, an't had been but i' your Caſe. | 

Win-ww. | Maſter 2arlous, are you proffering:? 

Gra. You'd bring but little Aid, Sir. 

Wit-w. (Pll look to you i' Faith, Gameſter.) An un- 


fortunate fooliſh T-ibe you are fall'n into, Lady, I won- 
der you can endure em. 


Gra. 
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Gra. Sir, they, that cannot work their Fetters off, 
muſt wear em. 


Win-w, You ſec what Care they have on you, to 


leave you thus. 
Gra. Faith the ſame they have of themſelves, Sir: I 


cannot greatly complain, if this were all the Plea I had 


againſt em. 

Win-w, Tis true! but will you pleaſe to withdraw 
with us, a little, and make 'em think, they have loſt 
you, I hope our Manners ha'been uch hitherto, and 
our Language, as will give you no Cauſe, to doubt 
yourſelf, in our Company. 

Gra. Sir, I will give myſelf, no Cauſe; I am fo ſe- 
cure of mine own Manrer:, as I {uſpe& not yours. 

Dar. Look where Fehn Little-avit comes. 

Mina. Away, I'll not be icen by him. 

Duar. No, you were not beſt, he'll tell his Mother, the 
Widow. 

Win-w. Heart, what do you mean? 

Duar. Cry you Mercy, is the Wind there? mult not 
the Widow be nam'd ? 

STENE VI. 
Jchn, Win, Traſh, Leatherhead, Knockhum, Buſy, Pure- 
craft. : 

Joh. Do you hear, Win, Nin? 

Win. What ſay you, John ? 


Fob. While they are paying the Reckoning Win, 
Il tell you a Thing, Vin, we ſhall never ſee any Sights. 


the Fair, I In, except you long ſtill, / in, good ir, ſweet 
Win, long to ſce fome Hobby- horſes, and ſome Drums, 


and Rattles, and Dogs, and fine Devices, Win. The 
Bull with the fiv e Legs, Win; and the great Hog; now 
you ha begun with. Pig, you may long for any thing, 


in, and ſo for my Motion, Win. 


Win. But we ſha' not eat o'the Bull, and the Hog, 


John, how ſhall I long tacn ? 


Job. O yes! Vin; you may long to ſee, as well as to 
taſte, I in: how did the Pothecary s Wife, Vin, that 
long'd to ſee the Anatomy, Vin? or the Lady, Win, 


that deſir d to {pit the great Lawyer's Mouth, after an 


eloquent Pleading ? I aſſure you they long'd, Win, good 
* r, go in, and long. 


Tra. 


the 
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Ja. I think we are rid of our new Cuſtomer, Bro- 
ther Lcatherhead, we ſhall hear no more of him. 

Lea. All the better, let's pack up all, and be gone, 
before he find us. | f | 

ra. Stay a little, yonder comes a Company; it may 
be we may take ſome more Money. | 

Kc. Sir, I will take your Counſel, and cut my Hair, 
and leave Vapours : I ſee, that Tobacco, and Bottle-alc, 
and Pig; and V hit, and very Ur//a, her ſelf, is all Vanity. 

Buſ. Only Pig was not comprehende2 in my Admo- 
nition, the reſt were. For long Hair, it is an Enſign of 
Pride, a Banner, and the World is full of thoſe Banners, 
very full of Banners. And, Bottle-ale is a Drink of Sa- 
tan's, a Diet-drink of Satan's, deviſed to puff us up, and 
malte us ſwell in this latter Age of Vanity, as the Smoak. 
of Tobacco, to keep us in Miſt and Error: But the 
fleſhly Woman (which you call Va) is above all to be. 
avoided, having the Marks upon her, of the three Ene- 
mies of Man, the World, as being in the Fair; the De- 
vil, as being in the Fire; and the Fleſh, as being herſelf. 

Pur. Brother Zeal-of-the-land ! what ſhall we do ? my 
Daughter W:n-the-fght- is fall'n into her Fit of Longing. 
again. 

Buſ. For more Pig? there is no more, is there? 

Pur. To ſee ſome Sights, i'the Fair. 

Buſ. Siſter, let her fly the Impurity of the Place, ſwift- 
iy, leſt ſhe partake of the Pitch thereof. Thou art the 
Seat of the Beaſt, O Smithfield, and I will leave thee 
Idolatry peepeth out on every Side of thee. Ts 

Knoc. An excellent right Hypocrite ! now his Belly is 
full, he falls a railing and kicking the Jade. A very good 
Vapour! I'll in, and joy Ur//a, with telling, how her 
Pig works, two and a half he eat to his Share. And he 
has drunk a Pailful He eats with his Eyes, as well as 
his Teeth. 

Lea. What do you lack, Gentlemen? What 1s't you 
buy ? Rattles, Drums, Babies. 

Buf. Peace, with thy apocryphal Wares, thou pro- 
phane Publican : thy Bells, thy Dragons, and thy Toby's 
Dogs. Thy Hobby-horſe is an Idol, a very Idol, a fierce 
and rank Idol: And thou, the Nebuchadnezzar, the proud 
Nebuchadnezzar of the Fair, that ſets it up for Children 

to fall down to and worſhip, Lea 
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Lea. Cry your Mercy, Sir, will you buy a Fiddle 
to fill up your Noiſe. 

Fob. Look, Vin, do, look a God's Name, and ſave 
your Longing. Here be fine Sights. 
Pur. I Child, ſo you hate em, as our Brother Zeal 
does, you may look on 'em. 
Lea. Or what do you ſay, to a Drum, Sir? 
Buſ. It is the broken Belly of the Beaſt, and thy 
Bellows there are his Lungs, and theſe Pipes are his 


the Gnaſhing of his Teeth. . 
Tra. And what's my Ginger-bread ? I pray you. 


with thy Basket of Popery, thy Neſt of Images: and 
whole Legend of Ginger-work. | 
Lea. Sir, if you be not quiet, the quicklier, I'll ha'you 
clapp'd fairly by the Heels, for diſturbing the Fair. 
Buſ. The Sin of the Fair provokes me, I cannot be 
filent. | 
Pur. Good Brother Zeal. | 
Les. Sir, I'll make you filent, believe it. 
Job. I'd give a Shilling, you could i Faith, Friend. 


if I do not, and I'll leave it in pawn with you, i' the mean 
time. 5 
Job. A Match i' Faith, but do it quickly then. 

Buſ. Hinder me not, Woman. [ He ſpeaks to the Mi- 
aw.) I was mov'd in Spirit, to be here, this Day, in this 


calPd a Foul, than a Fair: To proteſt againſt the Abuſes 


Saints, that are troubled, very much troubled, exceed- 
ingly troubled, with the opening of the Merchandize 
of Babylon again, and. the peeping of Popery upon the 
Stalls, here, here, in the high Places. See you not Go/dy- 
cis, the Purple- ſtrumpet there? in her yellow Gown, 
and green Sleves? the prophane Pipes, the tinkling 
Timbrels ? A Shop of Relicks! ' 

Joh. Pray you forbear, I am put in Truſt with 'em. 
Buſ. And this idolatrous Grove of Images, this Flaſ- 
ket of .Idols ! which will I pull down 
(Tra. O my Ware, my Ware, God bleſs it.) 


Bu. 


Throat, thoſe Feathers are of his Tail, and thy Rattles, 


Buſ. The Provender that pricks him up. Hence 


Lea. Sir, give me your Shilling, I'Il give you my Shop, 


Fair, this wicked, and foul Fair; and fitter may it be 
of it, the foul Abuſes of it, in regard of the afflicted 
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Buſ. In my Zeal and Glory to be thus exerciſed. 
Lea. Here he is, pray you lay hold on his Zeal, we 
cannot ſell a Whiſtle, for him, in Tune. Stop his 
Noiſe, firſt ! [ Lea. enters «with Officers. 

Buſ. Thou canſt not: tis a ſanctify'd Noiſe. I will 
make a loud and moſt ſtrong Noiſe, till I have daunted 
the prophane Enemy. And for this Cauſe. 

Lea. Sir, here's no Man afraid of you, or your 
Cauſe. You ſhall ſwear it, i'the Stocks, Sir. e 

Buſ. J will thruſt myſelf into the Stocky, upon the 
Pikes of the Land. 

Lea. Carry him away. 

Pur. What do you mean, wicked Men? 

Buſ. Let them alone; I fear them not. 

Joh. Was not this Shilling well ventur'd, Vin? for 
our Liberty ? Now we may go play, and ſee over the 
Fair, where we liſt ourſelves; my Mother is gone after 
him, and let her &en go, and looſe us. 

Win. Yes, John, but I know not what to do. 

Job For what, Vin? | 

Vin. Fora Thing, I am aſham'd to tell you, i' Faith, 
and 'tis too far to go Home. 

Job. J pray thee be not aſham'd, Vin. Come, i' Faith 
thou ſhalt not be aſham'd, is it any thing about the Hob- 
by-horſe- man? an't be, ſpeak freely. 

Min. Hang him, baſe Bobchin, I ſcorn him; no, 
I have very great, what ſhall call em, Jobn. 

Job. O! Is this all, Vin? we'll go back to Capt. 
Jordan; to the Pig-woman's, Vin, he'll help us, or ſhe 
with a Dripping-pan, or an old Kettle, or ſomething. 
The poor greaſy Soul loves you, Vin, and after we'll vi- 
fit the Fair all over, Vin, and ſee my Puppet-play, Wir, 
you know it's a fine Matter, Vin. 

Lea. Let's away, I counſell'd you to pack up afore Joan 

Tra. A Pox of his Bedlam Purity. He has ſpoiled 
half my Ware : but the beſt is, we loſe nothing, if we 
miſs our firſt Merchant. 

Lea. It ſhall be hard for him to find, or know us, 
when we are tranſlated, Joan. 
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Aw. SCENE I 
Tyouble- all, Briſtle, Haggiſe, Cokes, Fuſtice, Pocher, Buſy, 


Purecraft, 
Y Maſters, I do make no doubt, but you are 
Officers. 

Bri. What then, Sir? 

Tro. And the King's loving and obedient Subjects. 

Bri. Obedient, Friend? take heed what you ſpeak, 
I adviſe you: Oliver Briſtle adviſes you. His loving 
Subjects, we grant you: but not his obedient, at this 
time, by your Leave, we know ourſelves a little better 
than ſo, we are.to command, Sir, and ſuch as you are 
to be obedient. Here's one of his obedient Subjects, go- 
ing to the Stocks, and we'll make you ſuch another, if 
you talk. 

Tro. Youare all wiſe enough i' your Places, I know. 

Bri. If you know it, Sir, 'why do you bring it in 
Queſtion? | 

Tro. J queſtion nothing, pardon me. I do only hope 
you have Warrant, for what you do, and ſo, quit you, and 
ſo, multiply you. : i 

Hag. What's he? bring him up to the Stocks there. 
Why bring you him not up? | 
Tre. If you have Juſtice Overdo's Warrant, 'tis well: 
you are ſafe ; that is the Warrant of Warrants. I'll not 
give this Button, for any Man's Warrant elſe. 

Bri. Like enough, Sir, but let me tell you, an'you 


play away your Buttons, thus, you will want em e're 


Night, for any Store I ſee about you: you might keep 
em, and ſave Pins, I wuſs. N 

Jus. What ſhould he be, that doth ſo eſteem, and ad- 
vance my Warrant? he ſeems a ſober and diſcreet Per- 
ſon ! it isa Comfort to a good Conſcience, to be fol- 
low'd with a good Fame, in his Sufferings. The World 
will have a pretty Taſte by this, how I can bear. Adver- 
ſity : and it will beget a kind of Reverence, toward me, 
hereafter, even from mine Enemies, when they ſhall ſee 
I carry my Calamity nobly, and that it doth neither 
breals me, nor bend me. 

Hag. Come, Sir, here's a Place for you to preach in. 
Will you put in your Leg? Tus. 
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Jus. That I will chearfully. 

Bri. O' my Conſcience a Seminary ! he kiſſes the Stocks. 

Cok. Well, my Maſters, I'Il leave him with you; now 
I ſee him beltow'd, l go look for my Goods, and Numps. 

Hag. You may, Sir, I warrant you; ; where's t'other 


Bawler ?*fetch him too, you ſhall find 'em both faſt e- 


rough. 


Jul. In the midſt of this Tumult, I will yet be the 


Author of mine own Reſt, and, not minding their Fury, 
fit in the Stocks, in that Calm, as ſhall be able to trou- 
ble a Triumph. 

Trs. Do you aſſure me upon your Words? may I un- 


dertake for you, if I be ask'd the Queſtion; that you 
have this Warrant? 


Hag. What's this Fellow, for God's Sake ? 

Tre. Do but ſhew me Alam Owerds, and I am ſatisfy'd. 

Bri, He is a Fellow that is diſtracted, they ſay ; one 
Troub/e-all: he was an Officer in the Court of Pye- poudres, 
here laſt Year, and put out o'his Place by Juſtice Overdb. 

Jus. Ha 

Bri. Upon which, he took an idle Conceit, and's run 

mad upon't. So that ever fince, he wall do nothing, 
"= by Juſtice Overdo's Warrant, he will not eat a Cruſt, 


nor drink a little, nor make him in his Apparel, ready. | 


His Wife's Sir-reverence cannot. get him make his Wa- 
ter, or ſhift his Shirt, without his Warrant. 
Tus. If this be true, this is my greateſt Diſaſter ! how 


am | bound to ſatisfy this poor Man, that is of ſo gcod 
a Nature to me, out of his Wits ! where there is no room 


left for diſſembling. 

Tro. If you cannot ſhew me Adam Owverdo, I am in 
doubt of you: I am afraid you cannot anſwer it. 

Hag. Before me, Neighbour Hriſtle (and now 1 think 
on't better) Juſtice Overdh is a very parantory Perſon. 


Bri. O] are you advis'd of that? and a ſevere Jullice, 
by your Leave. 


Jus. Do | hear ill o'that Side, too ? 
3ri. He will fit as upright o'che Bench, an'you mark 


him, as a Candle i'the Socket, and give light to the 


whole hg in every Buſineſs. 


But he will burn blue, and ſwell like a Bile 


God dick us) an'he be angry. : 
| ri. 
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Bri. I, and he will be angry too, when he liſt, that's 


more: and when he's angry, be it right or wrong, he has 
the Law o'his Side, ever. I mark that too. 

Jus. I will be more tender hereafter. I ſee Com- 
paſſion may become a Juſtice, though it be a Weakneſs, 
I confeſs ; and nearer a Vice, than a Virtue. 

Hag. Well, take him out o'the Stocks again, we'll 
go a ſure Way to work, we'll ha'the Ace of Hearts of 
our Side, if we can. 

Poc. Come, bring him away to his Fellow, there. 
Maſter Paß, we ſhall rule your Legs, I hope, tho' we 
cannot rule your Tongue. | | 

Buſ. No, Miniſter of Darkneſs, no, thou canſt not 
rule my Tongue, my Tongue it is my own, and with it 
] will both knock and mock down your Bartholomew 
Abominations, till you be made a Hiſſing to the neigh- 
bour Pariſhes, round about. | 

Hag. Let him alone, we have devis'd better upon't, 

Pur. And ſhall he not inte the Stocks then ? 

Bri. No, Miſtreis, we'll *em have both to 7u/tice O- 
verdo, and let him do over 'em as is fitting. Then J, and 
my Goſlip Haggis, and my Beadle Pocher, are diſ- 
charged. 

Pur. O, I thank you, bleſſed, honeſt Men! 

Bri. Nay, never thank us, but thank this Madman 
that comes here, he put it in our Heads. 

Pur. Is he mad? Now Heawen increaſe his Madneſs, 
and bleſs it, and thank it, Sir, your poor Handmaid 
thanks you. 

Tro. Have you a Warrant? an'you have a Warrant, 
ſhew it. | 

Pur. Yes, I have a Warrant out of the Word, to give 
Thanks for removing any Scorn intended to the Brethren. 

Tro. It is Juſtice Overdb's Warrant, that I look for, 
if you have not that, keep your Word, 1'll keep mine. 
Quit ye, and multiply ye. 

SCENE II. 
Edgworth, Trouble-all, Nightingale, Cokes, Coftermonger. 

Eag. Come away, Nightingale, I pray thee. 

Tro. Whither go you ? where's your Warrant ? 

Eds. Warrant, for what, Sir ? | 

Tro. For what you go about, you know how fit it i, 

an' you 


it is, 
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an you have no Warrant, bleſs you, gil pray for you, 
that's all I can do. 

Fag. What means he ? | 

Nig. A Madman that haunts the Fair, do you not 
know him ? it's Marvel he has not more Followers, after 
his ragged Heels. 

Eag. Beſhrew him, he ſtartled me: I thought he had 
known of our Plot. Guilt's a terrible Thing ! ha'you 
prepar'd the Coſtermonger ? 

Nig. Yes, and agreed for his Basket of Pears ; he is 
at the Corner here, ready. And your Prize, he comes 
down, failing, that Way, all alone; without his Pro- 
tector: he is rid of him, it ſeems. 

Edg. I, I know, I ſhould ha' follow'd his Protector, 
ſhip tor a Feat I am to do upon him: But this offer'd 
itſelf, ſo i'the Way, I could not let it'icape : here he 
comes, whiſtling, by this Sport call'd Dorring the Dot- 
trel. Nig. Wh, wh, wh, wh, Cc. [A biſtling. 

Cok. By this Light, I cannot find my Ginger-bread- 
wife, nor my Hobby-horſe-man in all the Fair, now; 
to ha my Money again. And I do not know the Way 
out on't, to go Home for more; do you hear, Friend, 
vou that whiſtle : what Tune is that, you whultle ? 

Niz. A new Tune, I am practiſing, Sir. 

Cok, Doſt thou know where I dwell, I pray thee ? 
nay, on with thy Tune, I ha' no ſuch haſte, for an 
Ariwer : I'll practiſe with thee. a 

(2%. Buy any Pears, very fine Pears, Pears fine. 

Co%, God's ſo! a muis, muſs, a muſs, a maſks. 

Coſt. Good Gentleman, my Ware, my Ware, lama 
poor Man. Good Sir, my Ware. 

Arg. Let me hold your Sword, Sir, it troubles you. 

Co. Do, and my Cloak, an Wm wilt; and my Hat, 
too. 

Fag. A delicate great Boy ! methinks, he outſcram- 
bles Em all. I cannot perſwade myſelf, but he goes to 
Grammar-ſchool yet; and plays the Trewant, I o-day. 

Nig. Would he had another Purſe to cut, Zekiel. 

Ez. Purſe? a Man might cut out his Kidnies, I 
think; ; and he never feel em, he is fo earneſt at the 
Sport. 

Nig. H is Soul is half way out o'his Body, at the Game. 
8 Eag. 
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Edg. Away, Nightingale : that Way. 


one Under-meal ; gi'me my Cloak. 

Cofi. Good Gentleman, give me my Ware. 

Coi., Where's the Fellow, I ga" my Cloak to? my 
Cloak ? and my Hat? ha! Gods- ſlid, is he gone ? 
Thieves, Thieves, help me to cry, Gentlemen. 

Eag. Away, Coſtermonger, come to us to U;//a's. Talk 
of him to have a Soul? Heart, if he have any more 
than a Thing given him inſtead of Salt, only to keep 
him from ſtinking, l' be hang'd afore my time, pre- 
ſently, where ſnould it be trow? in his Blood; he has 
not ſo much to'ard it in his whole Body, as will maintain 
a good Flea; and if he take this Courſe, he will not ha 
ſo much Land left, as to rear a Calf within this Twelve- 
month. Was there ever green Plover fo pulPd ! That 
his little Overſcer had been here now, an'been but tall e- 
nough, to ſee him ſteal Pears, in exchange, for his Bea- 
ver Hat, and his Cloak thus? 1 muſt go find him out, 
next, for his black Box, and his Patent (it ſeems) he has 
of his Place; which I think the Gentleman would 
have a Reverſion of; that ſpoke to me for it ſo car- 
neftly. 

Cok. Would! might loſe my Doublet, and Hoſe, too 
as I am an honeſt Man, and never ſtir, if I think there 
be any thing, but thieving, and co ning, i'this whole 
Fair. Taribolumcuu-Fair, quoth he; an'ever any Par- 
tholomcao had that Luck in't, that J have had, Vil be 
martyr'd for him, and in Smit held, too. I ha paid for 
my Pears, a Rot cn em [I'll keep em no longer; you 
were Choak-pears to me; I had been better ha' gone 
to Mum-chance for you, ! Wuſs. Methinl s the Fair ſhould 
not have us'd me thus, an' 'twere but for my Name's- 
fake, I wouldnot ha' us'd a Dog o'the Name, ſo. O, 
Numps will triumph, now! Friend, do you know who 
Jam; or where 1 lie? I do not myſelf, UII be ſworn. 
Do but carry me Home, and Il pleaſe thee, J ha'.\lo- 
rey enough there, I ha' loſt myſelf, and my Cloak and 
and my Hat; and my fine Sword, and my Siſter, and 
Dumps, and Miſtreſs Grace, a (Gentlewoman that I 
ſnhould ha' married) and a Cut- work Handkerchief, ſte 
ga' me, and two Purſes To-day. And my Bargain 2 
Hob- 


Cok. I think 1 am furniſh'd for Catherine-pears, for 
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Hobby -horſes and Ginger-bread, which grieves me 


worſt of all. 


Jro. By whoſe Warrant, Sir, have you done all this ? 

Cox. Warrant ? thou art a wiſe Fellow, indeed, as if 
a Man need a Warrant to loſe any thing with. 

Tre. Yes, juſtice Overdo's Warrant, a Man may 
cet, and loſe with, J'II ſtand to't. | 

Cok. Juſtice Overdo? Doſt thou know him? I lye 
there, he is my Brother-in-law, he married my Siſter : 
pray thee ſhew me the Way, doſt thou know the Houle ? 

Tro. Sir, ſhew me your Warrant, I know nothing 
without a Warrant, pardon me. 

Cok. Why, I warrant thee, come along: thou ſhalt 
fee, I have wrought Pillows there, and Cambrick Sheets, 
and ſweet Bags, too. Pray thee guide me to the Houſe, 

Tre. Sir, I'Il tell you; go you thither yourſelf, firſt, 
alone; tell your worſhipſul Brother your Mind; and but 
bring me three Lines of his Hand, or his Clerk's, with 
Adam Owerdo, underneath ; here I'll ſtay you, I'll obey 
vou, and ]ll guide you preſently. 

C:k *Slid, this is an Aſs, I ha'found him, Pox upon 
me, what do I talking to ſuch a dull Fool; farewel, 
you are a very Coxcomb, do you hear ? 

Ts, I think, I am, if Juſtice Overdo fign to it, I am, 
and ſo we are all, he'll quit us all, multiply us all. 
SCENE. NIL 

Grace, Quarlous, Min-aviſe, Trouble: all, Edgavorth. 

Gra. Gentlemen, this is no Way that you take: you 
do but breed one another Trouble, and Offence, and 
vive me no Contentment at all. J am no ſhe, that affects 
to be quarrell'd, or have my Name or Fortune made 
the Queſtion of Men's Swords. 

Juan. Sblood, we love you. 

Gra. T If you both love me, as you pretend, your 
own Reaſon will tell you, but one can enjoy me, and 
to that Point, there leads a directer Line, than by my 
Infamy, which muſt follow, if you fight. Tis true, I 


have profeſs'd it to you ingenuouſly, that rather than to 
be yok'd with this Eridegroom is appointed me, I would. 


take up any Husband, almoſt upon any Truſt. Tho Sub- 
tlety would ſay to me, I know he's a Fool, and has an E- 
late, and I might govern him, and enjoy a Friend, beſide. 

| But 
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But theſe are not my Aims, I muſt have a Husband I 
mult love, or I cannot live with him. TI ſhall ill make 
one of theſe politick Wives ! 

Win-w. Why, if you can like either of us, Lady, 
ſay, which is he, and the other ſhall ſweur inſtantly to 
deſiſt. - 

92uar, Content, I accord to that willingly. 

Gra. Sure you think me a Woman of an extreme 
Levity, Gentlemen, or a ſtrange Fancy, that (meeting 
you by chance in ſuch a Place, as this, both at one In- 
ſtant, and not yetof two Hours Acquaintance, neither 
of you deſerving afore the other, of me) I ſhould fo 
forlake my Modeſty (tho' I might affect one more parti- 
cularly) as to ſay, This is he, and name him. 

Quar. Why, wherefore ſhould you not? What ſhould 
hinder you? 

Gra. If you would not give it to my Modeſty, allow 
it yet to my Wit ; give me ſo much of Woman, and 
Cunning, as not to betray myſelf impertinently. How 
can | judge of you, ſo far as to a Choice, without 
knowing you more ? you are both equal, and alike to 
me, yet: and ſo indifferently affected by me, as each of 
you might be the Man, if the other were away. For 
you are reaſonable Creatures, you have Underſtanding, 
and Diſcourſe. And if Fate ſend me an underſtand- 
ing -Husband, I have no fear at all, but mine own Man- 
ners ſhall make him a good one. 

®2zar. Would | were put forth to making for yay, then. 

Gra. It may be youare, you know not what's toward 
you: will you conſent to a Motion of mine, Gentlemen ? 

Win-w. Whatever it be, we'll preſume Reaſonableneſs, 
coming from you. 

2uar, And Fitneſs, too. 

Gra. I ſaw one of you buy a Pair of Tables een now. 

Win-ww, Yes, here they be, and Maiden-one's too, 
unwritten in. 

Gra. The fitter for what they may be imploy'd in. 
You ſhall write either of you, here, a Word, or a Name, 
what you like beſt ; but of two, or three Syllables at 
moſt : and the next Perſon that comes this Way (be⸗ 
cauſe Deſtiny has a high Hard in Buſineſs of this Na- 

ture) I'll demard, which of tte two Words, he, " ” 
| ot 
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doth approve ; and, according to that Sentence, fix my 
Reſolution and AﬀeCtion, without Change. 

2nar. Agreed, my Word is conceived already. 

Win-w. And mine ſhall not be long creating after. 
Gra. But you ſhall promiſe, Gentlemen, not to be cu- 
rious to know, which of you it is, taken; but give me 
leave to conceal that till you haye brought me, either 
Home, or where I may ſafely tender myſelf. 

Vir-w. Why that's but equal. 

Juar. We are pleas'd. 

Gra. Becauſe 1 will bind both your Endeayours to 
work together, friendly, and jointly, each to the other's 
Fortune, and have myſelf fitted with ſome Means, to 


make him that is forſaken a Part of amends. | 


Auar. Theſe Conditions are very courteous. Well, 
my Word is out of the Arcadia, then: Argalus. 

II in au. And mine out of the Play, Palemon. 

7;9, Have you any Warrant for this, Gentlemen? 

Yar. Win-w, Ha! 

Je. There muſt be a Warrant had, believe it. 

IWir-w, For what ? | 

770. For whatſoever it is, any thing indeed, no Matter 
what. 

rar. Slight, here's a fine ragged Prophet, dropp'd 
down the Nick! 

Tro. Heavenquit you, Gentiemen. 

2uar, Nay, ttay a little, good Lady, put him to the 
{QQueition. | ; 

Gra. You are content, then ? 

A in-Wv. Quar. Yes, yes. 

Gra. Sir, here are two Names written 

tro. Is Fuftice Ovverda one: 

Gra, How, Sir? I pray ycu read em to yourſelf, it 
is for a Wager between theſe Gentlemen, and with a 
Sirolke or any Difference, mark which you approve beſt. 

119, They may be both worſhipful Names for aught I 
know, Mittreſs, but Adam Owerdo had been worth three 
diem, 1 aſſure you, in this Place, that's in plain Euglißb. 

%. This Man amazes me! I pray you like one of 
'em, Sir. 

. I do like him there, that has the beſt Warrant, 
>litcfs, to fave 10ur Longing, and (multiply him) it 
may 
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may be this. But I am ſtill for Juice Overde, that's 
my Conſcience. And quit you. 
Win-w. Is't done, Lady ? 
Gra. I, and ſtrangely, as ever I ſaw ! What Fellow 
is that trow? 
Quar. No Matter what, a Fortune-teller we ha made 
him. Which is't, which is't. | 
Gra. Nay, did you not promiſe, not to enquire ? 
Quar. 'Slid, I forgot that, pray you pardon me. Look 
here's our Mercury come: The Licence arrives i'the 
fineſt time, too! *tis but ſcraping out Coke's Name, and 
"tis done. 
Win-w, How now Lime-twig ? haſt thou touch'd. 
Eag. Not yet, Sir, except you ſhould go with me, and 
ſee' t, it's not worth ſpeaking on. The AR is nothing, 
without a Witneſs. Yonder he is, your Man with the 
Box fall'n into the ſineſt Company, and ſo tranſported 
with Vapours, they ha*got in a Northern Clothier, and 
one Puppy, a Weſtern Man, that's come to wreſtle be- 
fore my Lord Mayor, anon, and Captain hit, and one 
Val Cutting, that helps Capt. Jordan to roar, a circling 
Boy: with whom your Numps is ſo taken, that you 
may ſtrip him of his Cloaths, if you will, I'll under- 
take to geld him for you; if you had but a Surgeon 
ready, to ſeir him. And Miſtreſs Fuſtice, there, is the 
goodlieit Woman! ſhe does ſo love em all over, in 
Terms of Juſtice, and the Stile of Authority, with her 
Hood upright that I beſeech you come away, Gentle- 
men, and ſee't. 
Quar. slight, I would not loſe it for the Fair, what'll 
you Jo, Ned? 
 Win-w. Why, ſtay here about for you, Miſtreſs Wel- 
zorn muſt not be ſcen. | | 
Quar. Do ſo, and find out a Prieſt the mean time, 
In bring the Licence. Lead, which Way wt? 
Fag. Here, Sir, you are o'the Backſide o' the Booth 
already, you may hear the Noiſe. 
SCENE IV. 
Naocthum, Nordern, Puppy, Cutting, Whit, E dawworth, 
Quarlous. Overds, Waſp, Briſtle. 
Kroc. Tit, bid Val Cutting continue the Vapours 
for a Lift, hit, for a Lift. | 1 
or. 


4 


Nor. 
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Nor. I'll ne mare, I'Il ne mare, the Eal's too meeghty. 

Knoc. How now ! my Gal/oway Nag, the Staggers ? 
ha ! V pit, gi him a Slit the Forehead. Chear up, Man, 
a Needle and Thread to ſtitch his Ears. Pd cure him 
now am I had it, with a little Butter and Garlick, long 
Pepper, and Grains. Where's my Horn? I'll grhim a 
Maſh, preſently, ſhall take away this Dizzineſs, 

Pup. Why, where are you, Zurs? do you vlinch, and 
leave us I'the Zuds, now ? 

Nor. I'll ne mare, I ſe e' en as vull as a Paiper's Bag 
by my Troth, I. | | 

Pup. Does my northern Cloth zhrink the wetting ? ha ? 

Knoc. Why, well ſaid, old Flea-bitten, thou'lt never 
tire, I ſee. | . 

Cut. No, Sir, but he may tire, if it pleaſe him. | 

N hi. Who told dee ſho ? that he vuld never teer, Man? 

Cut. No Matter who told him fo, ſo long as he knows. 

Nuoc. Nay, I know nothing, Sir, pardon me there. 

Edg. They are at it ſtill, Sir, this they call Vapours. . 

Ihi. He ſhall not pardon dee, Captain, don ſhalt not 
be pardon'd. Pre'de Shweeteheart, do not pardon him. 

Cut. Slight, I'll pardon him, an' I liſt, whoſoever 
ſays nay tot. 

> rh Where's Numps? I miſs him. 

Maß. Why, I ſay nay to't. 

_ O there he is! 

To what do you ſay nay, Sir? 

Waſp. To any thing, whatſoever it is, fo long as I do 
Rot like it. | 

bi. Pardon me, little Man, dou muſht like it a little. 

Cut, No, he muſt not like it atall, Sir, there you 
are i'the wrong. 

Whi. I tink I be, he muſht not like it, indeed. 

Cut. Nay, then he both muſt, and will like it, Sir, 
for all you. 

Knoc, If he have Reaſon, he may like it, Sir. 

Mhi. By no Meanſh, Captain, upon Reaſon, he may 
like nothing upon Reaſon. 

Waſp. I have no Reaſon, nor I will hear of no 
Reaſon, nor I will look for no Reaſon, and he is an 
Aſs, that either knows any, or looks for't from me. 

Cut. Yes, in ſome Senſe you may have Reaſon, Sir. 


D 2 Waſp. 


1 
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by thy Leave, angry Man. 


* Bartholomew F AIR. 


Waſp. I, in ſome Senſe, I care not if I grant you. 
hi. Pardon me, thou ougſht to grant me nothing, in 
no Shenſh, if dou do love dy ſhelfe, angry Man. 

Maß. Why then, I do grant him nothing; a I 
have no Senſe. 

Cut. Tis true, thou haſt no Senſe indeed. 

IV ajp.*S$lid, but I have Senſe, now I think on't better, 
and J will grant him any thing, do you ſee ? 

Knoc, He is i'the right, and does utter a ſufficient Va- 
pour. Cut. Nay, it 1s no ſufficient Vapour, neither, I 
deny that. 

Knec. Then it is a ſweet Vapour. 

Cut. It may be a ſweet Vapour. Waſp. Nay, it is no 
ſweet Vapour, neither, Sir, it ſtinks, and I'll ſtand to't. 

Is hi. Yes, I tinke it doſh ſhtinke, Captain, All Va- 
pour doſh ſhtinke. 

IV aſp. Nay, then it does not ſtink, Sir, and it ſhall 
not ſtink. Cut. By your Leave, it may, Sir. 

Waſp. J, by my Leave it may ſtink, I know that. 

ili. Pardon me, thou knoweſht nothing, it cannot 
Waſp. How can it not ? 

Anuoc. Nay, never queſtion him, for he is i'the right. 

Imi. Yeſh, Iam i' + right, I confeſh it, ſo iſh de little 
Man too. 

Waſp. 'n have nothing confeſs'd, that concerns me. 
J am not 'the right, nor never was in the right, nor never 
will be i'the right, while I am in my right Mind. 

Cut. Mind? why, here's no Man minds you, Sir, nor 
any thing elle. 

Pup. Vreind, will you mind this that we do? 

Quar. Call you this Vapours ? this is ſuch belching 
of Quarrel, as I never heard. Will you mind your Bu- 
ſineſs, Sir? 

Fax. Vou ſhall ſee, cs: 

Nor. I'll ne maire, my Waimb warkes too mickle 
with this auready. 

Edg. Will you take that, Maſter Waſp, that no body 
1 d mind you ? 

Waſp. Why? what ha'you to do? is't any Matter to 
you? Edg. No, but methinks you ſhould not be un- 


minded, tho'. 


Vaßp. 
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Map. Nor, I wo' not be, now T think on't, do you 
hear, new Acquaintance, does no Man mind me, ſay you? 
Cut. Yes, Sir, every Man here minds you, but how? 
Iaſp. Nay, I care as little how, as you do, that was 


not my Queſtion. 


hi. No, noting was ty Queſtion, tou art a learned 
Man, and | am a valiant Man, i' Faith la, tou ſhalt ſpeak 
for me, and | vill fight for tee. 

Knoc. Fight for him, Whit ? A groſs Vapour, he can 
fight for himſelf. | 
Il aſp. It may be I can, but it may be, I wo'not, how, 

then? Cut. Why then you may chuſe. 
Waſp. Why, and Il chuſe whether I'll chuſe or no. 
Kc. I think you may, and 'tis true; and I allow it 
for a reſolute Vapour. 
Map. Nay, then, I do think you do not think, and it 
is no reſolute Vapour. 
Cut. Yes, in ſome Sort he may allow you. | 
Kc, In no Sort, Sir, pardon me, I can allow him no- 


thing. You miſtake the Vapour. 


Waſp. He miſtakes nothing, Sir, in no Sort. 

Whi. Ves, I pre dee now, let him miſtake. 

Waſp. A Turd i' your Teeth, never pre dee me, for I 
will have nothing miſtaken, 

Knoc. Turd, ha Turd ? a noiſome Vapour, ſtrike, Mit. 

Over. Why, Gentlemen, why, Gentlemen, 1 charge 
you upon my Authority, conſerve the Peace. In the 
King's Name, and my Husband's, put up your Weapons, 
J ſhall be driven to commit you myſelf, elſe. 

Juan. Ha, ha, ha, Waſp. Why do you laugh, Sir? 

Nuar. Sir, you'll allow me my Chriſtian Liberty, I 
may laugh, I hope. 

Cut. In ſome Sort you may, and in ſome Sort you 
may not, Sir. | | 

Knoc. Nay in ſome Sort, Sir, he may neither laugh; 
nor hope, in this Company. 5 * 

Waſp. Yes, then he may both laugh and hope in 
any Sort, an't pleaſe him. Quar. Faith, and I will 
then, for it doth pleaſe me exceedingly. 

"aſp. No exceeding neither, Sir. 


Knoc, No, that Vapour ls too lofty. = 
D 3 | Oar 
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24ar. Gentlemen, I do not play well at your Game 
of Vapours, I am not very good at it, but 

Cut. Do you hear, Sir ? 1 would ſpeak with you in 
Circle? Quar. In Circle, Sir? what would you with 
me in Circle ? h 

Cut. Can you lend me a Piece, a Facobus ? in Circle ? 

Aar. *Slid, your Circle will prove more coſtly than 
your Vapours, then. Sir, no, I lend you none. 

Cut. Your Beard's not well turn'd up, Sir. 

Quar. How Raſcal ? are you playing with my Beard? 
I'Il break Circle with you. | 

Pup. Nor. Gentlemen, Gentlemen 


Kzoc. Gather up, Vbit, gather up, Mbit, good Va- 


urs. | 
Ower. What mean you? are you Rebels? Gentlemen? 
ſhall I ſend out a Serjeant at Arms, or a Writ o Rebel- 
lion, againſt you? I'll commit you upon my Woman- 
hood, for a Riot, upon my Juſtice-hood, if you perſiſt, 

Waſp. Upon your Juſtice-hood ? Marry ſhite o your 
Hood, you'll commit ? Spoke like a true Juſtice of Peace's 
Wife, indeed, and à fine female Lawyer! Turd i' your 
Teeth for a Fee, now. 

Over. Why, Numps, in Maſter Overdo's Name, I 
charge you. 

Waſp. Good Miſtreſs Uzderdo, hold your Tongue. 

Over. Alas! poor Numps. 

Waſp. Alas! and why alas from you, I beſeech you ? 
or why poor Numps, Sec Rich? am I come to be pi- 
tied by your Tuft-ta 
Adam, the Clerk, your Husband, when. he was Adam 
Scrivener, and writ for Two-pence a Sheet, as high as 
he bears his Head now, or you your Hood, Dame. What 
are you, Sir. 

Bri. We be Men, and no Infidels; what is the Matter, 
here, and the Noiſes? can you tell? 

Waſp. Heart, what ha'you to do? cannot a Man 
quarrel in Quietneſs? but he muſt be put out on't by 
you? what are you? 

Bri. Why, we be his Majeſty's Watch, Sir. | 

Waſp. Watch ? 'Sblood, you are a ſweet Watch, in- 
deed. A body would think, and you watch'd well o 

Nights, you ſhould be contented to ſleep at this _ 0' 
ay. 


ata now ? why, Miſtreſs, I knew 
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Day. Get you to your Fleas, and your Flock- beds, 
you Rogues, your Kennels, and lie down cloſe. 

Bri. Down? yes, we will down, I warrant you, 
down with him, in his Majeſty's Name, down, down 
with him, and carry him away to the Pigeon-Holes. 

Oder. I thank you, honeſt Friends, in the Behalf o 
the Crown, and the Peace, and in Maſter Overdo's Name, 
for ſuppreſſing Enormities. 

Whi. Stay, Briſtle, here iſh anoder Braſh o'Drunkards, 
but very quiet, ſpecial Drunkards, will pay dee five 
dhillings very well. Take 'em to dee, in de Graiſn o 
God ; one of 'em does change Cloth, for Ale in the 
Fair, here; te toder iſh a ſtrong Man, a mighty Man, 
my Lord Mayor's Man, and a Wraſtler. He has wraſh- 
led ſo long with the Bottle, here, that the Man with the 
Beard haſh almoſht ſtreeke up hiſh Heelſn. 

Bri. *Slid, the Clerk o'the Market has been to cry 
him all the Fair over, here, for my Lord's Service. 

gi. Tere he iſh, pre de taik him henſh, and make 
ty beſt on him. How now Woman o'Shilke, vat ailſh 
ty ſhweet Faiſh ? art tou melancholy ? 

Over. A little diſtemper'd with theſe Enormities; 
ſhall I intreat a Curt'ſy of you, Captain ? 

bi. Intreat a hundred, velvet Voman, I vill do it, 
ſhpeake out. Ower. I cannot with Modeſty ſpeak it out, 
but bi. vill do it, and more, and more, for dee. 
What (la, an't be Bitch, an't be Baud an t be 

Urs. How now, Raſcal ? what roar you for? old Pimp. 

I hi. Here, put up de Cloakes, U; de Purchaſe, 
pre dee now, ſhweet Urs, help dis good brave Voman to 
a Jordan, an't be. 

Urs. lid call your Captain Jordan to her, can you 
not? I|Whz. Nay, pre dee leave dy Conſheits, and bring 
the velvet Woman to de | 

Urs. I bring her, hang her : Heart mult I find a com- 
mon Pot for every Punk i your Purlews ? - 

5 O good Voordſh, Lis, it iſh a Gueſt o Velvet, 
1 FAIT la. 

Urs. Let her ſell her Hood, and buy a Spunge, with: 
a Pox to her, my Veſſel employed, Sir. I have but 

one, and 'tis the Bottom of an old Bottle. An honeſt 
Proctor, and his Wife, are at it, within, if ſhe'll ſtay her 
time, fo. D 4 Mi. 
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I hi. As ſoon aſh tou canſht, ſhweet Urs. Of a vali- 
ant Man I tinke I am the patientſh Man i' the World, or 
in all Smithfield, Knoc. How now, Whit ? Cloſe Va- 
pours, flealing your Leaps ? covering in Corners, ha? 

hi. No Fait, Captain, dough tou beeſht a viſlie 
Man, dy Vit is a Mile hence, now. I vas procuring a 
{mall Courteſy, for a Woman of Faſhion here. 

Over. Yes, Captain, though l am a Juſtice of Peace's 
Wife, I do love Men of War, and the Sons of the 
Sword, when they come before my Husband. Nuoc. Say'ſt 
thou fo Filly ? thou ſhalt have a Leap preſently, I'll horſe 
thee myſel?, elſe. Urs. Come, will you bring her in now ? 
and let her talk her Turn? hi. Gramercy, good Ur/h, I 
tank dee. Oer. Maſter Over do ſhall thank her. 

| SCENE. 

John, Ii in, Nia, Knockhum, Whit, Overdo, Alice. 

Joh. Good Gamer Urs; Win, and I, are exceed- 
ingly beholden to you, and to Captain Jordan, and Capt. 
Whit. Win, I'll be bold to leave you, i' this good Com- 
pany, Nin: for half an Hour, or ſo, Vin, while I go, 
and fee how my Matter goes forward, and if the Pup- 
pets be perfect: and then I'll come and fetch you, Win. 

Jin. Will you leave me alone with two Men, John? 

Fob. J, they are honeſt Gentlemen Vin, Capt. For- 
daun, and Capt. it, they'll uſe you very civilly, Mix, 
God b'w'you, Vin. Urs. What's her Husband gone? 

Knec. On his falſe, Gallop, Urs, away. 

- Urs. An'you be right Bartholpmew-birds, now ſhew 
yourſelves ſo: we are undone for want of Fowl the 
Fair, here. Here will be Zekicl Edgwworth, and three 
or four Gallants, with him at Night, and I ha' neither 
Plover nor Quail for em: perſwade this between you 
two, to become a Bird o'the Game, while I work the 
velvet Woman, within (as you call her.) 

Kuoc. I conceive thee, Urs! go thy Ways, doſt thou 
hear, pit? 1s't not Pity, my delicate dark Cheſtnut 
here, with the fine lean Head, large Forehead, round 
Eyes, even Mouth, ſharp Ears, long Neck, thin Creſt, 
cloſe Withers, plain Back, deep Sides, ſhort Fillets 
and full Flanks : with a round Be'ly, a plump Buttock, 
large Thighs, knit Knees, ftreight Legs, ſhort Paſterns, 


_ - ſmooth Hoofs, and ſhort Heels; ſhould lead a dull honeſt 


Woman's Lite, that might live the Life of a Lady? Mi. 


erns, 
noneſt 
Whi. 
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Vi. Ves by my F ait, and Trot, it is, Captaine :de ho- 
_ Woman's Life is a ſcurvy dull Life, indeed, la. 
n. How, Sir? is an honeſt Woman's Lifea ſcurvyLife? ? 

TW Yes Fait, -Shweet- heart, believe him, de Leefe 
of a Bondwoman but if dou vilt hearken to me, I vill 
make tee a free Woman, and a Lady: dou ſhalt live 
like a Lady, as te Captaine faith. 

Knoc. IJ, and be honeſt too ea: have her 
Wires, and her Ti ires, her green Gowns, and velyet Pet- 
ticoats. 

Ni. I, and ride to Ware and Rumfird idy Coaſh, 
ſhee de Players, be in love vit*'em'; ſup with Gallantſh, 
be drunke, and colt de noting. Luc. Brave Vapours ! 
: Ni. And lie by. twenty on 'em, if dou ay Shweet 

eart. 

Vin. What, and be honeſt ſtill, dues were fe Sport; 

Hi. Tiſn common, Shirergt- heart; tou may ' ſt do it 
by my Hand : it ſhall be juſtified to ty Husband's Faiſh, 
now : tou ſhalt be as honeſht as the Skin between his 
Hornfh, la! | 

Knoc. Yes, and weara Dreſſing, Top, on Top-Gal- 
lant, to compare with e er a Husband on em all, for a 
Fore-top : it is the Vapour of Spirit in the W ife, to 
cuckold, now a- days; as it is the Vapour of Faſhion, 


in the Husband, not to ſuſpect. Your pry ing Cat- 


ey d Citizen is an abominable Vapour. 
iu. Lord, what a Fool have I been! 
Ii hi. Mend then, and do every ting like a Lady, here- 
after, never know ty Husband, from another Man. 
Kune. Nor any one Man from another, but i'the dark. 
i hi. J, and then itiſh no Difhgraſh to-know my Man. 
Urs. Help, help, here. 
Knac. How now? what Vapour's there! ? 
U;s. O, you are a ſweet Ranger! and look well to 
_ouÞ Walks. Vonder is your Punt of Turnbull, ramping 
Alice, has fall'n upon the pcor Gentlewoman within, and 
pu! rd her Hood over her Ears, and her. Hair thro' it. 
Over. Help, help, i'the King's Name. 
Alice. A Miſchief on you, they are fuch as you are, 
that undo us, and take our Tradè from us, with your 
TL uft-taffuta Hanches. Kace: How now; Alice! 
Alice. I he poor common Whores can ha” no Traſfick, 
D 5 jor 
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for the privy rich ones; your Caps and Hoods of Vel- 
vet, call away our Cuſtomers, and lick the Fat from us. 

Urs. Peace, you foul ramping Jade, you 

£lice. Odd's Foot, you Bawd in Greaſe, are you talk- 
ing? MK. Why, Alice, I ſay. 

Alce. Thou. Sow of Smithfield, thou. Urs. Thou Tripe 
of Turnbull, Knoc. Cat-a-mountain Vapours ! ha! 

Urs. You know where you were taw'd lately, both 
laſh'd and ſlaſh'd you were in Brideavel. 

Alice. J, by the ſame Token, you rid that Week, and 
broke out the Bottom o' the Cart, Night- tub. 

Knoc. Why, Lion- face! ha! do you know who Jam? 
ſhall I tear Ruff, ſlit Waiſtcoat, make Rags of Petticoat? 
ha! go to, vaniſh, for fear of Vapours. Whit, a Kick, 
Mbit, in the parting Vapours. Come, brave Woman, 
take a good Heart, thou ſhalt be a Lady, too. 

IF hi. Yes Fait, dey ſhall all both be Ladies, and write 
Madam. I vill do't myſelffor dem. Doe is the Vord, 
and D is the middle Letter of Madame, D, D, put em 
_— and make Deeds, without which, all Words are 

ike, la. | 

Knoc. "Tis true, Ur/ia, take em in, open thy Ward- 
robe, and fit'em to their Calling. Green Gowns, Crimſon- 
Petticoats, Green Women! my Lord Mayor's Green 
Women ! Gueſts o'the Game, true bred. I'll provide you. 
a Coach, to take the Air in. 

Vin. But do you think you can get one? 

Kuoc. O, they are as common as W heelbarrows, where 
there are great Dunghills. Every Petty-fogger's Wife 
has 'em, Br firſt he buys a Coach that he may marry, 
and then he marries that he may be made a Cuckold in't: 
for if their Wives ride not to their cuckolding, they do 
'em no Credit. Hide, and be hidden; ride, and be rid- 
den, ſays the Vapour of Experience. 

SCENE VI. 
Trouble all, Knockhum, Whit, Quarlous, Edgaworth, Briftle, 
| Waſp, Haggiſe, Fuſtice, Buß, Pare-craft. 

Tro. By what Warrant does it ſay ſo? | 

Knac. Ha !mad Child o'the Pye poudres, art thou there? 
fill us a-freſh Kan, Urs, we may drink together. 

Tro. | may not drink without a Warrant, Captain. 

Knoc. Sblood, thou'll not ſtale without a Warrant, 

ſhortly. 
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ſhortly. Mbit, Give me Pen, Ink, and Paper. I'll drav/ 
him a Warrant preſently. 

Tro. It muſt be Fuſtice Owverdo's? 

I/hi. | pre dee now, be very brief, Captain; | 
new Ladies ſtay for dee. 1 ety 

Knoc. O, as brief as can be, here tis already. Adam 
Owerdo. | 

Tro. Why, now, I'll pledge you, Captain. - 

Knoc. Drink it off. I'll come to thee, anon, again. 

2uar. Well, Sir. You are now diſcharg d: beware 
of being ſpy'd, hereafter. 

Edg. Sir, will it pleaſe you, enter in here, at Las; 
and take part of a ſilken Gown, a velvet Petticoat, or a 
wrought Smock; J am promis'd ſuch : and I can ſpare 
any Gentleman a Moiety. ; 

2uar. Keep it for your Companions in Beaſtlineſs, I am - 
none of 'em, Sir. If I had not already forgiven you a 
greater Treſpaſs, or thought you yet worth my beat- 
ing, I would inftru& your Manners, to whom you made 
your Offers. But go your Ways, talk not to me, the 
Hangman is only fit to diſcourle with you : the Hand. 
of a Beadle is too merciful a Puniſhment for your Trade 
of Life. Iam ſorry J employ'd this Fellow; for he 
thinks me ſuch : Facinus, quos inguinat, equat. But, it 
was for Sport. And would I make it ſerious, the getting 
of this Licence is nothing to me, without other Circum- 
ſtances concur. I do think how impertinently I labour, 
if the Word be not mine, that the ragged Fellow mark d: 
And what Advantage I have given Ned Win-wif? in this 
time now, of working her, tho it be mine. He'll go 
near to form to her what a debauch'd Raſcal I am, and 
fright her out of all good Conceit of me: I ſhould do 
ſo by him, I am ſure, if I had the Opportunity. But 
my Hope is in her Temper, yet; and it muſt needs be. 
next to Deſpair, that is grounded on any Part of a Wo- 
man's Diſcretion. I would give by my Troth, now, all 
I could ſpare (to my Cloaths, and my Sword) to meet 
my tatter'd Scoth-ſayer again, who was my judge 1'the 
Queſtion, to know certainly whoſe Word he has damn'd . 
or ſay'd. For, till then, I live but under a Repriewe. 


I. muſt ſeck- him. Who be theſe? * 


D. 6. Wap: 


- 
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Waſp. Sir, you are Welh Cuckold, and a prating 
Runt, and no Conſtable. 

Bri. Youſay very well. Come put in his Leg in the 
middle Roundel, and let him hole there. 

Maß. You ſtink of Leeks, Metheglin, and Cheeſe, 
You Rogue. 

Bri. Why what is that to you, if you fit ſweetly 
In the Stocks in the mean Time ? if you have a Mind 
to ſtink too, your Breeches fit Cloſe pnongh to your Bum, 
Sit you merry, Sir. 0 

_ How now, Numps ? 

Vajp. It is no Matter, how; pray you look off. 

— Nay I'll not offend you, Numps. I thought 
you u had ſat there to be ſeen. 

MWaſp. And to be ſold, did you not ? pray _=_ mind 
your Buſineſs, an' you have any. 

Juar. Cry your 85 Numps. Does your Leg lie 
high enough ? | 

Bri. How now, Neighbour Haggiſe, what ſays Fuſtice 
Owerdo's Worthip to the dther Offenders? 

Hag. Why, he ſays juſt nothing, what ſhould he ſay ? 
Or 4 ſhould he fay? He is not to be found, Man. 
He ha' not been ſeen i'the Fair, here, all this live long. 
Day, never ſince 7 o'Clock i'the Morning. His Clerks 
know not what to think on't. There is no Court of 
Pye-poudres, yet. Here they be return d. 

Bri. What ſhall be done with 'em, then ? in your 
Diſcretion. 

Hag. I think we were beſt put em in the Stocks, in 
Diſcretion (there they will be ſaſe in Diſcretion) for the 
Value of an Hour, or ſuch a Thang, till his Worſhip 
come. 

Bri. Tt is but a hole Matter, 1 we do, Neighbour 
Haggiſe, come Sir, here's Company for you, heave up 
the Stocks. [Waſp puts his Shoe on his Hand, and 

flips it in for his Leg. 

aſp. J ſhall put a Trick upon your Welch Ds 
perhaps. Bri. Put in your Leg, Sir. | 

Buar. What, Rably: Buſy! is he come? 

Buf. I do obey thee, the Lion may roar, but he can- 
not bite. 1 am glad to be thus ſeparated from the Hea- 
then of the Land,. and: pat apart in the Stocks,..for the 
Laly Caule. . Waſp. 
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IVaſp. What are you, Sir ? 

B25 One that rejoiceth in his Affliction, and ſitteth 
here to prophecy the Deſtruction of Fairs and May- 
games, Wakes, and Whithn-ales, and doth ſigh and groan 
for the Reformation of theſe Abuſes. 

WV a/þ. And do you ſigh, and groan too, or rejoice in 
your Afffliction? 

Jus. I do not feel it, I do not think of it, it is a 
Thing without me. Adam, thou art above theſe Bat- 
teries, theſe Contumelies. In te manca ruit fortuna, as 
thy Friend Horace ſays 3 thou art one, Quem neque pau- 
peries, neque mors, neque vincula terrent. And therefore 
- another Friend of thine ſays (I think it be thy Friend 

Perſius) Non te quarſtveris extra. 

2war. What's here l a Stoick i'the Stocks? the Fool 
is turn'd Phi/ofopher. 

Bu. Friend, f will leave to communicate my Spirit 
with you, if I hear any more of thoſe ſuperſtitious Re- 
licks, thoſe Liſts of Latin, the very Rags of Rome, and 
_—_ of Popery. 

I/aſþ Nay, an' you begin to: quarrel, Gentlemen, I'll 
leave you. I ha” paid for quarrelling too lately: look 
you, a Device, but ſhifting in a Hand for a Foot. God 
b'w* you. 

Bu. Wilt thou then leave ty Brethren in TIES 
= ? 

IV aſp. For this once, Sir. 

Bu. Thou art a halting Neutra/, ſtay him there, ſtop 
him: that will not endure the Heat of Perſecution. 

Bri. How now, what's the Matter ? 

Buſ. He is fled, he is fled, and dares not fit it out. 
Bi. What, has he made an Eſcape, which Way ? fol- 
low, Neighbour Haggi/e. 
re me! in the Stocks! have the Wicked pre- 
val d? : 

Bu /. peace, religious Sifter, it is my Calling, comfort | 
yourielf, an extraordinary Calling, and done for my bet- 
ter Standing, my ſurer Standing, hereafter, | 

77. By, whoſe: Warrant, by wheſe Warrant, this 7 

 Quar.; O, here's my Man l droppid in, I look'd for. 

Jus. Ha! Pur. O good Sir, they have ſet: the 
Faithful, here to be wonder'd- at? and. provided Holes, 
for the Holy of the Land, Tro. 
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Tro. Had they Warrant for it? ſhew'd they Fuftice 
' Owverdo's Hand ?: if they had no Warrant, they ſhall an- 
ſwer it. 
Bri. Sure you did not lock the Stocks ſufficiently, 
Neighbour Toby / 
Hag. No] ſee if you can lock 'em better. 
Bri. They are very ſufficiently lock'd, and truly, yet 
fomething is in the Matter. 
Tro. True, your Warrant is the Matter that is in 
Queſtion, by what Warrant? 
Bri. Madman, hold your Peace, I will put you in 
his Room elſe, in the very ſame Hole, do you ſee? 
Qauar. How ! is he a Madman! 
Tro. Shew me 7 uftice Owverdo's Warrant, I obey you, 
Hag. You are a mad Fool, hold your Tongue. 
Tro. In Fuftice Owverdd's Name, 1 drink to you, and 


here's my Warrant. [ Shewws his Cane. 
Jus. Alas poor Wretch ! how it yearns my Heart for 
him! 


2aar. If he be mad, it is in vain to queſtion him. I'll 
try tho', Friend: there was a Gentlewoman ſhew'd you 
two Names, ſome Hour fince, Argalus and Palemon, to 
mark in a Book, which of em was it you mark'd ? 

Tro. I mark no Name, but Adam Owerds, that is the 

Name of Names, he. only is the ſufficient Magiſtrate; 

and that Name I reverence, ſhew it me. : 
2uar. This Fellow's mad indeed: I am further off, 

now, than afore. 

Jus. I ſhall not breathe in Peace, till I have made him 

ſome amends. 

Quar. Well, I will make another Uſe of him, is come 

in my Head : I have aNett of Beards i in my Trunk, one 

ſomething like his. 

Bri. This mad Fool has made me that I know not 

whether I have lock'd the Stocks or no, I think I lock d 

'em. 

og Take Adam Owerds in your Mind, and fear no- 
in 

Bra. * 'Slid, Madneſs itſelf, hold thy Peace, and uke 

_ Tro: Strikeſt thou without a Warrant? take thou 

t. 
Ba. We are deliver d by Miracle ; j W in — 
et 
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let us not refuſe the Means, this Madneſs was of the Spi- 
rit: The Malice of the Enemy hath mock d itſelf. | 

Pur. Mad do they call him.! the World is mad. in 
Error, but he is mad in Truth: I love him o' the Sud- 
den, (the cunning Man ſaid all true) and ſhall love him 
more and more. How well it becomes a Man to be 
mad in Truth O, that I might be. his Yoke-fellow, and 
be mad with him, what a many ſhou!d we draw to Mad - 
neſs in Truth, with us ! 

Brl. How now ! all 'ſcap'd ?: where's the Woman ? it 
is Witchcraft! Her velvet Hat is a Witch, o'my. Con- 
ſcience, or my Key ! tone. The Madman was a Devil, 


and I am an Afs ; fo bleſs me, my Place, and mine Of- 
fice. 


ACT Y, ö © 
Lanthorn, Filcher, Sharkavel. 
Lan. "ELL, Luck and St. Bartholomew : out 


with the Sign of our Invention, in the 
Name of Vit, and do you beat the Drum, the while; 
all the Fowl i'the Fair, I mean, all the Dirt in Smith- 
feld (that's one of Maſter Little-wit's Carwitchets now) 
will be thrown at our Banner to Day, if the Matter does 
not pleaſe the People. O the Motions, that I Lanthorn- 
Leatherhead have given Light to,i'my time, fince my 
Maſter Pad died ! Feru/alem was a ſtately Thing; and 
ſo was Ninewveh, and the City. of Norwich, and Sodom 
and Gomorrah ;. with the riſing o'the Prentices; and 


_ Pulling down the Bawdy-houſes there, upon Shrowe-. 


Tueſday ;: but the Gunpowdey-pht, there was a Get- penny! 
I have preſented that to an Eighteen, . or Twenty-pence 
Audience, nine Times in an Afternoon. Your Home-- - 
born Projects prove ever the beſt, they are ſo eaſy and 
familiar, they put too much Learning i' their Things now 
0'-Days ; and that I fear will be the Spoil o'this. Lit- 
tle ait? I ſay, Mickle-wet ! if not too mickle! look to 
your Gathering there, Goodman Fiſcher. | 
Fil. I warrant you, Sir. 
Lan. An'there come any Gentlefolks, take Two- pence 
* 5 8 
4. I warrant you, Sir, Three-pence an' we can. 
8 SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

FJuſtice, Win-wife, Grace, Quarluus, purecraf. 

Jus. This latter Diſguiſe, I have borrow'd of a Porter, 
mall carry me out to all my great and good Ends; 
which, however intetrrupted, were never deſtroyed in 
me; neither is the Hour of my Severity yet come, to 
8 myſelf, wherein, Cloud like, I will break out in 
Rain and Hail, Lightning and Thunder, upon the 
Head of Enormity. Two main Works I have to pro- 
ſecute : firſt, one is to invent ſome Satisfaction for the 
poor kind Wretch, who is out of his Wits for my Sake; 
and yonder I ſee him coming, I will walk aſide, and 
project for it. 

WWin-w. I wonder where Tom 2uarlous is, that he re- 
turns not, it may be he is ſtruck in here to ſeek us. 

Gra. See, here's our Madman again. 

[ Enter Quarlous in the Habit of the Madman. 

Yar. 1 have made myſelf as like him, as his Gown 
and Cap will give me Leave. 

Pur. Sir, I love you, and would be glad to be mad 
with you in Truth. 

Min-au. Howl my Widow in love with a Madman? 

Pur. Verily I can be as mad in Spirit, as you. 

Var. By whoſe Warrant? leave your Canting. Gen- 
tlewoman, have I found you? (ſave you, quit you, and 
muitiply you) where's your Book? 'twas a {ſufficient 
Name I mark'd, let me ſee't, be not afraid to ſhew't me. 

Gra. What would you with i it, Sir ? 

24ar. Mark it again, and again, at your Service. 

Cra: Here it is, Sir, this was it you mark'd. 

Quar. Palemon ? fare you well, fare you well. 

Win-<v.- How, Palemon ! 

Gra. Yes Faith, he has diſcover'd it to you, now, 
and therefore *twere vain to diſguiſe it longer, I am 
yours, Sir, by the Benefit of your Fortune. 

V i1-w. And you have him, Miſtreſs, believe it, hi 
ſhall never give you Cauſe to repent. her Benefit, but 

make you rather to think that, in'this Choice, ſhe had 
both her Eyes. 

Gra. I deſire to put it to no Danger of Proteſtation. 

Quay. Palemon the Word, and 17 i;-wife the Man? 

Pur. Good Sir, vouchſafe a Vokc-ellow in your 

M. dueſs, 


nan? 


Gen- 
and 
cient 
me. 
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Madneſs, ſhun not one of the ſanctify'd Siſters, that 
would draw with you, in Truth. 

Juar. Away, you area Herd of hypocritical proud 
Ignorants, rather wild, than mad. Fitter for Woods 
and the Society of Beaſts, than Houſes and the Congre- 
gation of Men. You are the ſecond Part of the Society 
of Canters, Outlaws to Order and Diſcipline, and the 
only privileg'd Church-robbers of Chriſtendom. Let me 
alone, Palemon the Word, and Win-wife the Man? 

Pur. I muſt uncover myſelf unto him, or I ſhall ne- 
ver enjoy him, for all the cunning Men's Promiſes. Good 
Sir, hear me, I am worth fix thouſand Pound, my 
Love to you is become my Rack, 11! tell you all, and 
the Truth : ſince you hate the Hypocriſy of the Party- 
colour'd Brotherhood. Theſe ſeven Years, I have been 
a wiltul holy Widow, only to draw Feaſts, and Gifts 
from my intangled Suitors : I am alſo, by Office, an aſ- 
ſiting S:/er of the Deacons, and a Devourer, inſtead of 
2 Diſtributer of the Alms. I am a ſpecial Maker of 
Marriages for our decay'd Brethren, with our rich Wi- 
axws ; for a third Part of their Wealth, when they are 
married, for the Relief of the Poor e/ed : as alſo our 
poor handſome young Virgins, with our wealthy 
Batchelors, or Widowers ; to make them ſteal from 
their Husbands, when I have confirm'd them in the 
Faith, and got all put into their Cuſtodies. And if I 
ha'not my Bargain, they may ſeoner turn a ſeolding 
Drab into a filent Miniſter, than make me leave pro- 
nouncing Reprobation and Damnation unto them. Our 
Elder, Zeal-of-the-land, would have had me, but I know 
him to be the capital Knave of the Land, making him- 
ſelf rich, by being made Feofee in truſt to deceaſed Bre- 
thren, and coz'ning their Heirs, by ſwearing the abſo- 
lute Gift of their Inheritance. And thus having eas d 
my Conſcience, and utter'd my Heart with the Tongue 
of my Love: enjoy all my Deceits together. I beſeech 
you. I ſhould not have reveal'd this to you, but that in 
time I think you are mad, and I hope you'll think me 
ſo too, Sir ? | ara 

Quar. Stand aſide, I'll anſwer you, preſently. Why 
ſhould not I marry this fix thouſand Pound, now I think 
on't ? and a good Trade too, that ſhe has beſide, = 2 
The 
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tother Wench, YWin-wife, is ſure of; there's no Ex- 


pectation for me there! here I may make myſelſ ſome 


ſaver, yet, if ſhe continue mad, there's the Queſtion, 
It is Money that I want, why ſhould I not marry the 
Money, when 'tis offer'd me? I have a Licence and all, 
it is but razing out one Name, and putting in another. 
There's no playing with a Man's Fortune! I am refoly'd! 
I were truly mad, an' 1 would not! well, come your 
Ways, follow me, an'you will be mad, I'll ſhew yuu a 
Warrant ! | 

Pur. Moſt zealouſly, it is that I zealouſly deſire. 

Jus. Sir, let me ſpeak with you. 

Quar. By whoſe Warrant? | 


Jus. The Warrant that you tender, and ref, pect ſo; 


Juſtice Owerdo's ! I am the Man, Friend Troub/e-all, 
tho' thus diſguis'd (as the careful Magiſtrate ought) for 
the Good of the Republick, in the Fair, and the weed- 
ing out of Enormity. Do you want a Houſe, or Meat, 


or Drink, or Cloaths ? ſpeak whatſoever it is, it ſhall 


be ſupply'd you, what want you? 
Quar. Nothing but your Warrant. 
Jus. My Warrant ? for what? 
2uar. To be gone, Sir. 


Jus. Nay, I pray thee ſtay, I am ſerious, and have 
not many Words, nor much Time to exchange with thee z 


think what may do thee good. | 
2zar. Your Hand and Seal will do me a great deal 
of good; nothing elſe in the whole Fair, that I know. 
Jus. If it were to any End, thou ſhould'ſt have it 
willingly. 
2uar. Why, it will ſatisfy me, that's End enough, to 
look on ; an'you wiil not gi” it me, let me go. 

Fus. Alas! thou ſhalt ha' it preſently , I'll but ſtep 
into the Scriv'ner's, hereby, and bring it. Do not go 
away. | 

2uar. Why, this Madman's Shape will prove a very 

fortunate one, I think l. can a ragged Robe produce 


theſe Effects? if this be the wiſe Juſtice, and he bring me 


his Hand, I ſhall go near to make ſome Uſe on't. He 
is comealready! 
Fus. Look thee! here is my Hand and Seal, Adam 


Owerdo,.if there be any thing to be. written, above in the 


Paper, 


we, mt 
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Paper, that thou want ſt now, or at any time hereafter, 
think on't; it is my Deed, I deliver it ſo, can your 
Friend write? 

2uar, Her Hand for a Vitneſi, and all is well. 

Jus. With all my Heart. | 

2uar. Why ſhould not I ha'the Conſcience, to make 
this a Bond of a thouſand Pound ! now, or what I 
would elſe ?' Fas. Look you, there it is; and I deliver 
it as my Deed again. 2zar, Let us now proceed in 
Madneſs. 

Jus. Well, my Conſcience is much eas'd ; I ha'done 
my Part, tho' it doth him no good, yet Azam hath of- 
ſer d Satisfaction! The Sting is remov'd from hence: 

poor Man, he is much alter'd with his Affliction, it has 
brought him low ! Now, for my other Work, reducing 
the young Man (I have follow'd ſo long in Love) from 
the Brink of his Bane, to the Center of Safety. Here, 
or in ſome ſuch like vain Place, I ſhall be ſure to find 
him. I will wait the Time. | 
SCENE UL 
Coles, Sharkwel, Fuſtice, Filcher, Febn, Lanthorn. 

Cok. How now ? what's here todo? Friend, art thou 
the Mafter of the Monuments ? 3 

Sha. Tis a Motion, an't pleaſe your Worſhip. 

Jus. My fantaſtical Brother-in-law, Maſter Barthob- 
mew Cokes ! 2 

Cok. A Motion, what's that? The ancient modern Hi- 
ſtory of Hero and Leander, otherwiſe call'd, The Touch» 
fone of true Love, with as true a Trial of Friendſhip, 
between Damon and P:ithias, two faithful Friends o'the 
Bankſide? pretty i Faith, what's the Meaning on't ? is't 
an Interlude? or what is't ? | 

Fil. Yes, Sir, -pleaſe you come near, we'll take your 
Money within. Cok. Back with theſe Children; they 
do ſo follow me up and down. | 

Job. By your Leave, Friend. Fil. Youmuſt pay, Sir, 
Joh. Who, | ? I perceive thou know'ſt 
not me: call the Maſter o'the Motion. 

Sha. What, do you not know the Author, Fellow 
Filcher ? you muſt take no Money of him; he muſt come 
in Gratis: Mr. Littlewit is a Voluntary; he is the Au- 
thor. Toh. Peace, ſpeak not too loud, I would not have 
any 
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any Notice taken, that I am the Author, till we ſee how 


it paſſes. Cok. Maſter Littlewit, how do'ſt thou? 

Job. Maſter Cotes ! you are exceeding well met: 
what, in your Doublet, and Hoſe, without a Cloak, or 
a Hat? 

ol. I would I might never ſtir, as I am an honeſt 
Man, and by that Fire; I have loſt all i'the Fair, and 
all my Acquaintance too; did'ſt thou meet any body 
that I know, Maſter L ittlexwit ? my Man Numps, or my 
_ Siſter Ove/do, or Miſtreſs Grace? pray thee Maſter Lit- 
tleavit, lend me ſome Money to ſee the Interlude, here. 
I'll pa; thee again, as I am a Gentleman. If thou'lt 
but carry me Home, I have Money enough there. 

Job. O, Sir, you ſhall command i, what, will a 
Crown ſerve you. ? 

Col. I think it will, what do we pay for coming in, 
Fellows? il. Two-pence, Sir. 

Co. "Two-pence-pence ? there's Twelve-pence, Friend; 
nay, lama Gallant , as ſimple as I look now; if you ſee 
me with my Man about me, and my Artillery, again. 

Job. Your Man was i'the Stocks, e'en now, Sir. 

Cot. Who, Numps? Foh. Yes, Faith. 

Cok. For what i' Faith, I am glad o'that 3 remember 
to tell me on't anon; I have enough now]! What Man- 

ner of Matter is this, Mr. Litileauit? What kind of 
Actors ha' you? Are they good Actors? 

Job. Pretty Youths, Sir, all Children both old and 
young, here's the Maſter of em. (Lan. Call me not 
Leatherhead, but Lanthorn.) 

Foh. Maſter Lanthorn that gives Light to the Buſineſs. 

Cob. In good Time, Sir, I would fain fee em, 1 would 
be glad to drink with the young Company ; which is the 
Tiring-houſe? Lan. Troth, Sir, our Tiring-houſe is 
ſomewhat little, we are but Beginners, yet, pray pardon 
us; you cannot go upright in't. 

Coł. No? not now my Hat is off? what would you 
have done with me, if you had had me, Feather and all, 
as J was once To-day ? ha' you none of your pretty im- 
pudent Boys, now; to bring Stools, fill Tobacco, fetch 
Ale, and beg Money, as they have at other Houſes ? let 
me ſee ſome o'your Actors. 


Job. Shew him 'em, » ſhew him 'em. Maſter * 
is 
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this is a Gentleman, that is a Favourer of the Quality. 

Jus. I, the Favouring of this licentious Quality is the 
Conſumption of many a young Gentleman? a pernicious 
Enormity. Cock. What, do they live in Baskets? 

Lea. They do lie in a Basket, Sir, they are o'the ſmall 
Players. Cok. Theſe be Players Miners, indeed. Do 
you call theſe Players? 

Lan. They are Actors, Sir, and as good as any, none 
diſprais'd, for dumb Shows; indeed, I am the Mouth 
of 'em all! Cok&. Thy Mouth will hold 'em all, I think, 
one Taylor would go near to beat all this Company, with 
a Hand bound behind him. Job. I, and eat em all, 
too, an'they were in Cake Bread. 

Coł. I thank you for that, Maſter Littleavit, a good 
Jeſt! which is your Burbege now ? 

Lan. What mean you by that, Sir? Co#. Your beſt 
Actor. Your Field? Job. Good i' Faith! you are even 
with me, Sir. | | 

Lan. This is he, that acts young Leander, Sir. He 
xs extremely belov'd of the Women-kind, they do ſo af- 
fect his Action, the green Gameſters, that come here, and 
this is lovely Hero; this with the Beard, Damon; and this 
pretty Pythias : this is the Ghoſt of King Dionyſius in 
the Habit of a Scriv'ner : as you ſhall ſee anon, at large. 

Cok. Well, they are a civil Company, I like em tor 
that; they offer not to fleer, nor geer, nor break Jeſts, as 
the great Players do: and then, there goes not ſo much 
Charge to the Feaſting of em, or making 'em drunk, 
as to the other, by Reaſon of their Littleneſs. Do they 
uſe to play perfect? Are they never fluſter'd ? | 

Lan. No, Sir, I thank my Induſtry and Policy for 
it; they are as well govern'd a Company, though I ſay 
it And here is young Leander, is as proper an Actor 
of his Inches; and ſhakes his Head like an Oſtler. 

Cok. But do you play it according to the printed 
Book ? I have read that. ä | 

Lan. By no Means, Sir. Cat. No? How then ? 

Lan. A better Way, Sir, that is too learned and po- 
etical for our Audience; what do they know what Hel- 
le pont is? guilty of true Love's Blood? or what Abidzs 
is? or the other Ses Height. | 

Cok. Thou'rt the right, Ido not know myſelf. 

; Lan. 


* 
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Lan. No, I have entreated Maſter Litileavit, to take 
a little Pains to reduce it to a more familiar Strain for 
our People. © | 
Cok. How, now, I pray thee, good Mr. Litileauit? 
Job. It pleaſes him to make a Matter of it, Sir. But 
there is no ſuch Matter I aſſure you: I have only made | 
it a little eaſy, and modern for the Times, Sir, that's all; 
as, for the Helleſpont, I imagine our - Thames here; and 
then Leander,. 1 make a Dyer's Son, about Puddle 
Wharf; and Hero a Wench o'the Bank-fide, who going 
over one Morning, to old Fi-ftreet ; Leander ſpies her 
land at Trig-fazrs, and falls in Love with her: now 
do | introduce Cupid, having metamorphoz'd himſelf in- 
to a Drawer, and he ſtrikes Hero in Love with a Pint 
of Sherry, and other pretty Paſſages there are, o' the 
Friendſhip, that will delight you, Sir, and pleaſe you of 
Judgment. | | 
Cok. I Il be ſworn they ſhall ; I am in love with the 
AZors already, and 1 Il be allied to them preſently, 
(They reſpe&, Gentlemen, theſe Fellows) Hero ſhall be 25 
my Fairing : But, which of my Fairings? (Le'me ſee) 
1 Faith, my F:ddle ! and Leander my Fiddle-flick : Then 
Damon my Drum, and Pythias my Pipe, and the Ghoſt 
of Dionyfius, my Hobby-horſe. All fitted. 
> SCENE IV. . 
{To them N in. augſe. Grace, Knockhum, Whit, Eck- 
worth, Win, Miſtreſs Owerdo. And to them Waſp. 
Win-w. Look yonder's your Cotes gotten in among 
his Play-fellows ; I thought we could not miſs him, at 
ſuch a SpeQtacle. 
Gra. Let him alone, he is ſo buſy, he will never ſp 
us. Lea. Nay, good Sir. | 
Cok. I warrant thee, I will not hurt her, Fellow; 
what doſt think me uncivil ? I pray thee be not jealous; 
I am toward a Wife. N 
Fob. Well good Maſter Lanthorn, make ready to be- 
gin, that I may fetch my Wife, and look you be per- 
fect. you undo me elſe, i'my Reputation. 
Lan. I warrant you, Sir, do not you breed too great 
an Expectation of it, among your Friends: that's the 
only Hurter of theſe Things. Toh. No, no, no. 
Cod. Þ'Il ſtay here, and lee ; pray thee let me ſee. 


in- au. 


2 


— — * 
* 8 8 
p ——— pO DOS—_ - H a _— \ 
— 3 — a> - 4 2 — 

— — — * — 4 . NY _ 
: - -- ——ů =, My FR 
. - ws. — — — =, 2 
— — — — Dagtnn. —_ _ — — md — 23 RU _—. 

: = þ 2 4 
- - - —— — = — - - 
— * 3 z * — — — - — — 
_ — — - — — — — -. — — — — — > — 4 
- C — CO T pf — * — * 
— 4 en — — — Io 4 Ny gms 
* = — - —_ — - © * 4 —. — = — — 
— I - * — ——— : Lf > 2 neat — 
CO RI — — ets AF — — — a 22 be 
4 EF - * * — - 
. 
. 


——_— — 


— — x 
— - . — - 
X — 22 
$a. - — 


— 


ö 


—— — — 
—— — — 
9 — — 
+» +BY 34 a4 
- n 2 
. o 
* a 
- a * 
— where ay — 
— 
— » 


. — 
anc 


*. - —— — 
* 3 K 2 = 
— — 
5 a.” Sf — 2h. — - — 
* 4 Sp — 2 4 
5 5 
RL wa +» WAA” + 
he — 


- 


to take 


un for 


d 
ir. But 
made 
t's all; 
and 
Puddle 
going 
ies her 
2 now 
elf in- 
L Pint 
o the 
you of 


ich the 
ſently, 
1all be 
ge ſee) 
Then 
Ghoſt 


Bartholomew F A IR. 95 

Win- au. How diligent and troubleſome he is 

Gra. The Place becomes him, methinks. 

Jus. My Ward, Miſtreſs Grace, in the Company of a 
Stranger? I doubt I ſhall be compell'd to diſcover myſelf, 
before my time | Fil. Two-pence a- piece, Gentlemen, 
an excellent Motion. Koc. Shall we have fine Fire- 
works, and good Vapours! Sha. Yes, Captain, and 
Water-works, too. | 

Ihi. I pree dee, take a Care ody ſhmall Lady, there, 
Edgworth, I will look to diſh tall Lady myſelf. 

Lan. Welcome, Gentlemen, welcome, Gentlemen. 

Ihi. Predee, Maſhter ode Monſbtenſb, help a very 


ſick Lady here, to a Chair, to ſhit in. 


Lan. Preſently, Sir. : 
Whi. Good Fait now, Ur/ia's Ale, and Aquawite, iſh 


to blame fort ; ſhit down, Shweet-heart, ſhit down, and 


ſhleep a little. | 
Eag. Madam, you are very welcome hither. 
Kuoc. Ves, and you ſhall ſee very good Vapours. 
Jus. Here is my Care come ! I like to ſee him in fo 
good Company; and yet I wonder that Perſons of ſuch 
Faſhion ſhould reſort hither ! 
Edg. This is a very private Houſe, Madam. 
Lan. Will it pleaſe your L2dyſhip fit, Madam? 
in. Yes, Good-man. They do ſo all to be Madam 
me, I think they think mea very fine Lady! _ 
ag. What elſe, Madam? Win. Muſt I put off my 
Mask to him? Eag. O, by no Means. 
Min. How ſhould my Husband know me, then? 
Moc. Husband ? an idle Vapour; he muſt not know 
you, nor you him ; there's the true Vapour. 
Jus. Yea, I will obſerve more of this: is this a Lady, 
Friend ? 
M bi. I, and dat is anoder Lady, Shweetheart; if dou 
haſht a Mind to 'em, give me 'Twelve-pence from tee, 
and dou-ſhalt have eder- oder on em 5 
Jus. I ? This will prove my chiefeſt Enormity: I 
will follow this. | 
Edg. Is not this a finer Life, Lady, thanto be clogg d 
with a Husband? ; 
Win. Yes, a great deal. When will they begin 
tow ? in the Name o'the Metion ? "In 
g. 
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Eds. By and by, Madam, they ſtay but for Company, 
Knoc. Do you hear, Puppet-Maſter, theſe are tedious 

Vapours ; when begin you ? N | 
Lan. We ſtay but for Maſter Lttlewwit, the Author, 

who is gone for his Wife ; and we begin preſently. 
Hin. That's I, that's I. 


ag. That was you, Lady; but now you are no ſuch 


poor Thing. 

Knac.” Hang the Aathor's Wife, a running Vapour ! 
here be Ladies will ſtay for ne'er a Delia o hem all. 

Whi. But hear me now, heere iſn one o'de Ladiſb, a- 
ſhleep, ſtay till ſhe but vake, Man 5 

Waſp. How now, Friends? what's here to do ? 

Fil. Two-pence a- piece, Sir, the beſt Motion, in the 
Fair. 7 5 

aſp. 1 believe you lye ; if you do, I'll have my Mo- 
ney again, and beat you. 

Win. Numps is come | | 

Waſp. Did you ſee a Maſter of mine come in here, a 
tall young Squire of Harrow o'the Hill; Maſter Barths- 
lomew Cokes ? | 

Fil. I think there be ſuch a one, within. 

Waſp. Look he be, you were beſt : but it is very 
likely: 1 wonder I found him not at all the reſt. I 
ha' been at the Eagle, and the black Yo, and the Bull 
with the five Legs, and two Pizzles; (he was a Calf at 
Uxbridge Fair, two Years agone) and at the Dogs that 
dance the Morrice, and the Hare o'the Jaber; and miſod 
him at all theſe! Sure this muſt needs be ſome fine 
Sight, that holds him ſo, if it have him. 

Cot. Come, come, are you ready now? 

Lan. Prelently Sir. 

Waſp. Hoy Day, he's at Work in his Doublet and 
Hoſe; do you you hear, Sir? are you employ'd ? that 
you are bareheaded, and fo buſy ? | 

Cok. Hold your Peace, Numps; you ha'been i'the 
Stocks, I hear. — | | 

aſp. Does he know that ? nay, then the Date of my 
Authority is out: I muſt think no longer to reign, my 
Government is at an End. He, that will correct another, 


muſt want Fault in himſelf, 


IWin-w. 
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IWin-w. Sententious Numps! I never heard ſo much 
from him before. 

Lan. Sure, Maſter Littleavit will not come; pleaſe 
you take your Place, Sir, we'll begin. 

Col. I pray thee do, mine Ears long to be at it; and 
my Eyes too. O Naumps,!the Stocks, Nuwps ? where's 
your Sword, Numps ? 

Waſp. 1 pray you intend your Game, Sir, let me alone. 

Cok. Well then, we are quit for all. Come, fit down, 
Xumps ; VIl interpret to thee : did you ſee Miſtreſs Grace? 
its no matter, neither, now I think on't, tell me anon. 

in au. A great deal of Love, and Care, he expreſſes. 

Gra. Alas! would you have him to expreſs more 
tian he has? that were Tyranny. 

Cok. Peace, ho; now, now. | 

Lan. Gentles, that no longer your Fæpectation may 2van- 
Behold eur chief Actor, amorous Leander.  [der, 
Vith a great deal of Cloth, lapp'd about him like a Scarf, 
For he yet ſerves his Father, a Dyer, at Puddle-wwharf, 
Which Place well make bold with, to call it our \bidus, 
As the Bank-fide is our Seſtos, and let it not be deny'd us. 
Now, as he is beating, to make the Dye take the fuller, 
Who chances to come by, but fair Hero, in a Sculler; 
And ſeeing Leander's naked Leg, and goodly Calf, 

Caft at him, from the Boat, a Sheep s Eye, and a half. 
Now fe is landed, and the Sculler come back ; 
By and by you ſhall ſee what Leander doth lack. 

Pup. L. Cole, Cole, old Cole. 85 

Lan. That is the Sculler's Name, without controul. 

Pup. L. Cole, Cole, 1 ſay, Cole. 

Lan. We do hear you? Pup. L. Oli Cole. [ ell? 

Lan. Old Cole? Is the Dyer turn'd Collier? how do yon 

Pup. L. A pox & your Mauners, liſi my Ho'e here, and ſmell. 

Lan. Xiſß your Hole, and ſmell? there's Manners indeed. 

Pup. L. Why, Cole, I ſay, Cole. Lan. Is the Sculier 
you need. Pup. L. J, and be hang d. 

Lan. Be hang d; look you yonder, 

Old Cole, you muft go hang with Mafier Leander. 

Pup. C. Where is be? 

Pup. L. Here, Cole, what faireſt of Fairs, 

Hl as that Fare, that thou landedſ, but noww,at T rigge-ſtairs ? 
| E Cor, 
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Cok. What was that, Fellow ? Pr'ythee tell me, I 
ſcarce underſtand 'em. 

Lan. Leander does at-, Sir, what faireft of Fairs, 
Was the Fare that he landed, but now, at Trigge-ſtairs ? 

Pup. C. Ut is haiey Hero. Pup. L. Nero ? 

Pup. C. No, Hero. Lan. 7 is Hero. 
Of the Bank-ide, he ſaith, to tell you Truth, without erring, 
1s come over inta Fiſh-ſtreet ty eat fome freſh Herring. 
Leander /ays no more, but as faſt as he can, 
Gets on all his beſt Cloaths, and ll after to the Swan. 

Cok. Moſt admirable good, is't not ? 

Lan. Stay, Sculler. 

Pup. C. Nhat ſay you? 

Lan. You mul flay for Leander, 
And carry him ty the Wench. 

Pup. C. You Rogue, I am no Pander. | 

Cob. He ſays he is no Pander. Iis a fine Language; 
J underſtand it now. 

Lan. Are you no Pander, Goodman Cole ? here s no Man 
ſays you are, | 
You ll grow a hot Cole, it ſeems, pray you flay for your Fare, 

Pup. C. Will he come away? 

Lan. What do you /ay ? 

Pup. C. Tdh him come away. [ Sir, fay. 

Lea. Would you ha Leander come away ? why' pray 
You are angry, Goodman Cole; I believe the fair Maid 
Came over ww" you a' Truft : tell us, Sculler, are you paid, 

Pup. C. Yes Goodman Hogrubber, o Pickt-hatch. 
Lan. How, Hogrubber, o Pickt-hatch ? 

Pup. C. IJ. Hogrubber, o Pickt-hatch. Take you that. 

Lan. O, my Head! | 

Pup. C. Harm watch, harm catch. 

Cob. Harm watch, harm catch, he ſays : very good 
i Faith, the Sculler had like to ha' knock'd you, Sirrah. 

Lan. Yes, but that his Fare call'd him away. 

Pup. L. Row, a-pace, rew a-pace, ron, row, row, 
rOW, row. 8 you go. 

Lan. You are knawviſhly laden, Sculler, take heed where 

Pup. C. Krave i your Face, Goodman Rogue. 

Pup. L. Row, row, row, row, row, row, 


Ceł. He ſaid, Knave i' your Face, Friend. 


Lan. 


y good 


Sirrah. 


„ Vos, 


[ you go. 
{ avhere 


Lan. 
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Lan. I Sir, I heard him. But there's no talking to 
theſe Watermen, they will ha' the laſt Word. 

Cok. God's my Life ! I am not allied to the Sculler, 
yet; he ſhall be Dauphin, my Boy. But my Fiddle- 
ſick does fiddle in and out too much; I pr'ythee ſpeak 
to him on't: tell him, I would have him tarry in my 
Sight, more. | 

Lan. I pray you be content; you'll have enough on 
him, Sir. 

Now Gentles, I take it, heie is none of you fo ſtupid, 

But that you hawe heard of a little God of Love, called Cupid. 
Who, out of Kindneſs to Leander, bearing he but ſax her, 
This preſent Day and Hour, doth turn himſelf to a Drawer. 
And, becauſe he would hawe their firſi Meeting to be merry, 
Ile ſtrikes Hero in love to him, with a = of Sherry. 
IWhich he tells her, from amorous Leander is ſent her, 
Who after him, into the Room of Hero, doth venture. 

Pup. Jo. A pint of Sack, ſcore a pint of Sack, i'the Coney. 

Cok. Sack? you ſaid but e en now it ſhould be Sherry. 

Pup. Jo. Why ſo it is; Sherry, Sherry, Sherry. 

Cok.. Sherry, Sherry, Sherry. By my Troth he makes 
me merry. I muſt have a Name for Cupid, too. Let 
me ſee, thou might'ſt help me now, an' thou would'ſt, 
Numps, at a dead Lift, but thou art dreaming o' the 
Stocks ſtill ! Do not think on't, I have forgot it; *tis 
but a Nine-day's Wonder, Man ; let it not trouble thee. 

I'aſp. I would the Stocks were about your Neck, Sir; 
on condition I hung by the Heels in them, till the Won- 
der were off from you, with all my Heart. 

Cok, Well ſaid, reſolute Numps : but har&'ee, Friend, 
where is the Friendſhip all this while, between my 
Drum, Damon, and my Pipe, Pythias ? 

Lan. You ſhall ſee by and by, Sir? 

Coł. You think my Hobby-horſe is forgotten too; no 
I'll ſee 'em all ena before I go; I ſhall not know which 
to love beſt elſe. | | 

Knoc. This Gallant has interrupting Vapours, trouble-. 
ſome Vapours, Wh:iz, puff with him. 

IT hit. No, I pre dee, Captaine, let him alone. Hee 
is a Child i Faith, la'. 

E 2 1 Lan. 
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Lan. Now Gent/es, to the Friends, who in number are tas, 
And lodg'd in that Ale-houſe, in which fair Hero does do. 
Damon { for ſome Kindneſs done him the laßt Week ) 

Ir come, fair Hero, in Fiſh-flreet, this Morning to ſeek : 
Pythias does ſmell the Knawery of the Meeting, 
And now you ſhall ſee their true friendly Greeting. 

Pup. Pi. You Whore-Maſterly Slave, yore. 

Co. Whore-Mafterly Slave, you? very friendly and 
familiar, that. Pup. Da. Whore-Mafier i thy Face, 
Theu haſt Iain with her thyſelf, PU prove't i this Place, 

Cok. Damon ſays Pythias has lain with her himſelf, 
kei prov't in this Place. 

Lan. They are Whore-Maſters both, Sir, that's a plain 

Pup. Pi. You He, like a Rogue. [ Cafe. 
Ian Do I he, lite a Rogue? Pup. Pi. A Pimp, and 
a Scab. Lan. A Pimp, and a Scab? 

1 jay between you, you have both but one Drab. 

Pup. Da. Jou lve again. Lan. Do I He again? 

Pup. Da. Like a Rogue again. Lan. Like a | en again ? 
Pup. Pi. Aud you are a Pimp again. 

Col. And you are a Pimp again, he ſays, 

Pap. Da. And a Scab again. 

Cok. And a Scab again, he ſays. | 

Lan. And I /ay again, you are both Whore-Maſters again, 

And you hade both but one Drab again. 

| Pup. Da. Pi. Doft thou, df? thou, doſt thou? 

Lan. What, loth at once? Pup, Pi. Down with him, 
Damon. Pup. Da. Pink his Guts, Pythias. 

Lan. What, ſo malicious? | 

Hill ze murder ms, Maſters both, i mine own Houſe ? 

Cech. Ho! well atted my Drum, well ated my Pipe, 
well ated ſtill. 

asp. Well ated, with all my Heart. 

Lan. Held, hold your Hands. [done well. 

Cok. I, both your Hands, for my Sake! for you ha* both 

Pup. Da. Gramercy, pure Pythias. 

Pup. P. Gramercy, dear Damon. 

Cok. Gramercy to you both, my Pipe, and my Drum. 

Pup. P. D. Come now we'll together to Breakfaſt to Hero. 

Lan. J is well, you can now go to Breakfaſt to Hero, 


Yeu lave given me my Breakfaſt, with a hone ard honero. 
| Col. 


ain? 
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Co. How is't, Friend, ha' they hurt thee? 

Lan. O no! 
Between you and I, Sir, we do but make ſhow. 
Thus, Gentles, you perceive, without any Denial, 
'Tavixt Damon ard Pythias here, Friendſbip's true Trial.. 
T hourly they quarrel thus, and roar each with other, 
They fight you no more, than does Brother with Brother. 
But friendiy together, at the next Man they meet, 
They let fly their Anger, as here you might ſee't. 

Cok Well, we have ſeen't, and thou haſt felt it, what- 
ſoever thou ſay'ſt; what's next? what's next? 

Lea. This.awhile young Leander with fair Hero is drink- 
Ard Hero grown drunk to any Man's thinking ! Lg, 
Yet awas it not three pints of Sherry could flaw her, 

Till Cupid, diſtinguiſb d like Jonas the Drawer, 
From under his Apron, where his Leachery lurks, 
Put Lowe in ber Sack. Now mark how it. avorks. 

Pup. H. O Leander, Leander, my dear, my dear Leander, 
[II for ever be thy Gooſe, fo thou'lt be my Gander. 

Co. Excellently well ſaid, Fiddle, ſhe'll ever be his 
Gooſe, ſo he'il be her Gander: was't not ſo ? 

Lan. Yes, Sir, but mark his Anſwer now. 

Pup. L. And fFeeeteft of Geeſe, before I go to Bed, 
Tl cuim oer the Thames, my Gooſe, thee ta tread. 

Cok. Brave ! he will ſwim o'er the Tames, and tread 
his Gooſe To-night, he ſays. 

Lan. JI, Peace, Sir, they'll be angry if they hear 
you Eaves-dropping, now they are ſetting their Match. 

Pup. L. But /eft the Thames ſhould be dard, my Gooje, my 
Let thy Window be provided of a Candie's End. [dear Friend, 

Pup. H. Fear not, my Gander, I preteſt, 1 /hrud handle 
1's Matters very ill, if I had not a ac hole Candle. 

Pup. L. Well then, look tot, and hiſs me to boot, 

Lan. Now here come the Friends again, Pythias and Da- 


Vnd under theirCloaks they have of Bacon a Gammene mon, 


Pup. P. Drawer, fill ſome Wine here. 
Lan. How, ſome Wine there? 3 
There's Company already, Sir, pray forbear ! 

Pup. D. *7is Hero. Lan. Yes, but ſhe will not be talen. 
After ack, and fre Herring, with your Dunmow Tacos 
Pup. P. You He, its Weſtfabian. | 

- E 3 . Lan. 
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Lan. Weſiphalian, you ſhould ſay. 
Pup. D. If you hold not your Peace, you are a Coxcomb, 
1 would ſay. 3 
Pup. I hat's here? what's here? Kiſs, Kiſs, upon Kiſs. 
Lan. I, wherefore ſhould they not? what Harm is in this? 
770 Isifireſs Hero. Pup. D. Mifireſs Hero's a Whore. 
Lan. 1s ſhe a Whore? keep you quiet, or Sir Knave out 
Pup D. Knave out of Door ? [of Door. 
Pup. H. Yes, Knave out of Door. Pup. D. Whore out 
of Deor. Pup. H. I ſay, Knawve out of Door. 
Pup. D. I fay, Whore out of Door. Pup. P. Tea, % 
fay 1 tco. Pup. H. Kiſs the Whore o' the Arſe. 
Lan. Now you ha” fomething to do: 
Teu muſt kiſs her o the Arſe, ſhe ſays. 
Pup. D. P. So wwe vill, fo we will. 
Pup. H. O my Haunches, O my Haunches, hold, hold. 
Lan. Stand'ft thou ſtill? 
Leander, where art thou? fland”ſt thou fill like a ot, 
And not offer ft to break both their Heads with a Pot? 
See, who's at thine Elbow, there ! Puppet Jonas and Cupid. 
Pup. J. Upon em, Leander, be not ſo flupid. 
Pup. L. You Goat-bearded Sluwe ! 
Pup. D. You Whore-Moſfter Krave. 
Pup. L. Thou art a Whore-Maſeer. 
Pup. J. Whore-Iaſters all. 
Lan. See, Cupid Quith a Word has ta'en up the Braw!. 
Kuoc. Theſe be fine Vapours! | 
Col. By this good Day they fight bravely ! do they 
not, Numps ? | 
Waſp. Yes, they lack'd but you to be their Second, all 
this while. | 
Lan. This tragical Encounter, falling out thus to buſy us, 
It raiſes up the Ghoſt of their Friend Diony ſius: 
Not like a Monarch, but the Maſter of a School, 
In a Scrivener's furr d Gown, which fhews he is no Fool. 
For therein he bath Wit enough to keep himſelf warm. 
O Damon, he cries, and Pythias, what harm 
Hath poor Diony ſius done you in his Grawe, 
That after his Death, you ſbould fall out thus, and rave, 
Aud call amorous Leander Whore-Maſfter Krave? 
I'up. D. I cannot, I will not, I promiſe you, endure it. 
| SCENE 
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SCENE V. 
To them Buſp. 
Buſ. Down with Dagon, down with 
no longer endure your Prophanations. 

Lan. What mean you, Sir ? 
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Dagon, 'tis I will 


Buſ. I will remove Dagon there, I ſay, that Iaol, that 


heatheniſh Idol, that remains (as I may ſay) a Beam, a 
very Beam, not a Beam of the Sun, nor a Beam of the 
Moon, nor a Beam of a Balance, neither a Houſe-Beam, 
nor a Weaver's-Beam, but a Beam in the Eye, in the 
Eye of the Brethren ; a very great Beam, an exceeding 
great Beam; ſuch as are your Srage- Players, Rhymers, and 
Morrice-Dancers, who have walked Hand in Hand, in 
contempt of the Brethren, and the Cauſe; and been 
borne out by Inſtruments, of no mean Countenance. 


Lan. Sir, I preſent nothing but what is licensd by | 


Authority. .Bu/. Thou art all Licenſe, even Licentiou/- 
neſs itſelf, Shimez ! 


Lan. I have the Maſter of the RewvePs Hand for t, Sir. 
Buſ. The Maſter of Rebe/s Hand, thou haſt, Satar's ! 


and ga 


and then a Battle. 


hold thy Peace, thy Scurrility ſhut up thy Mouth, thy 
Profeſſion is damnable, and in Pleading for it, thou 
doſt plead for Baal. I have long open'd my Mouth wide, 
ped, I have gaped as the Oyſter for the Tide, 
after thy Deſtruction; but cannot compaſs it by Suit, 
or Diſpute ; ſo that | look for a Bickering 'ere long, 
Knoc. Good Ranbury-V apours. 


Cok. Friend, you'd have an ill Match on't, if you. 


bicker with him here, tho! he be no Man o the Fiſt, he 
has «'riends that will go to Cuffs for him; Numps, will. 


not you take our ſide ? 


Edg. Sir, it ſhall not need, in my Mind, he offers him 


a fairer Courſe, to end it by Diſputation ! haſt thou no- 


thing to ſay for thyſelf in Defence of thy Quality ? 


Lan. Faith, Sir, I am not well ſtudied in theſe Con- 


' venture the 
Cok. Who? my Hobby-horſe ? will he diſpute with: 


him ? 
Lan. Yes, Sir, and make a Hobby-aſs of him, 
hope. "4 


uſe on t. 


troverfies, between the Hy pocrites and us. But here's one 
of my Motion, 3 Dionyſius ſhall undertake him, and 


Cons 
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Cob, Thar excellent! indeed he looks like the beſt 


Scholar of 'em all. Come, Sir, you muſt be as good. 


as your Ward now. 

Buſ. 1 will not fear to make my Spirits and Gifts 
known! aſſiſt me, Zeal, fill me, fill me, that is, make me 
full. Win-w. What a deſperate prophane Wretch is 
this! is there any Ignorance or Impudence like his? 
to call his Zeal to 1 him againit a Puppet. 

Luar. I know no fitter Match, than a Puppet to com- 
mit with an Hy pocrite ! 

Buf. Firſt, I lay unto thee, Idol, thou haſt no Calling. 

Pup. D. Tos he, T am call d Diony ſius. 

Lan. The Motion ſays you lye, "a is call'd Dili 
i the Matter, and to that Calling he anſwers, 

Buſ. | mean no Vocation, Idol, no preſent lawful Call. 

Pup. D. I yours a lawful Calling? [ing. 

Lan. The Motion asketh if yours be a lawful Calling ? 

Buſ. Yes, mine is of the Spirit. Pup. D. Then Idol is a 
lravful Calling. Lan. He ſays, then Ide is a lawful 
Calling ! for you call'd him Idol, and your Calling is of 
the Spirit. Cob Well diſputed, Hobby-horſe! 

Buſ. Take not part with the Wicked, young Gallant. 
He neigheth and hinnieth, all is but hinnying Sophiſtry. 
I call him Iaol again. Yet, I fay, his Calling, his Pro- 
feſſion is prophane, it is prophane, Ie. Pup. D. 1 18 
not prophane ! Lan. It is not prophane, he ſays. 

Buſ. It is prophane. Pup. It is not prophane. 

Buſ. It is prophane. Pup. Ir is not prophane. 


Lan. Well ſaid, confute him with got, ſtill. You can- 


not bear him down with your baſe Noiſe, Sir. 

Buſ. Nor he me with his treble Creeking, tho” he 
arcek like the Chariot-wheels of Satan; I am zealous 
for the Cauſe Lan. As a Dog for a Bone. 

Puf. And I fay it is prophane, as being the Page of 
Pride, and the W aiting-woman of Vanity. Pup. D. Yea? 
evhat ſay you to your Tire-women then ? e Good. 


Pup. Or Feather-makers i the Friers, that are o your 


Faction of Faith? Hie nit they with their Perukes, and 
their Puffs, their Fans, and their Huffs, as much Pages f 
Pride, and 1 aiters upon Vanity? achat ſay you? awhat 
fo _ aol at ſay you? Buf. I will not anſwer for them. 
Pup. 
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Pup. Becauſe you cannot, becauſe you, cannot. I a Bugle- 
maker @ /awwfu! Calling? or the Confect- makers? ſucꝶ you 
have there: or your French Faſhioner ? you'd hade all the 
Sin within yourſelves, would you not? would you not? 

Buſ. No, Dagon. [ theſe ? 

Pup. What then, Dagonet? is a Puppet worſe than 

Buſ. Yes, and my main Argument againſt you is, that 
you are an Abomination: for the Male among you putteth 
on the Apparel of the Female, and the Female of the Male. 

Pup. Tou he, you bye, you lye abominably. [thrice. 

Cok. Good, by my Troth, he has given him the Lye 

Pup. 1t is your old flale Argument againſt the Players, but 
it will not hold againſt the Puppets; for we have neither 
Male nor Female among ft us. And that thou may'ft fee, if 
thou wilt, like a malicious purblind Zeal as thou art ! 

Edg. By my Faith, there he has anſwer'd you, Friend, 
by plain Demonſtration. | 

Pup. Nay, I' prove againſt &er a Rabin of em all, 
that my Standing is as lawful as his; that I ſpeak by In- 


ſpiration as awell as he; that I hate as little ta do with 


Learning as he; and do ſcorn her Helps as much as he. 
Buſ. I am confuted, the Cauſe hath failed me. 
Pup. Then be converted, be converted. [go on! 
Lan. Be converted, I pray you, and let the Play 
Buſ. Let it go on. For] am changed, and will become 
a Beholder with you! Col. That's brave, i' Faith, thou 
haſt carry d it away, Hobby-horſe, on with the Play ! 
Fuſ. Stay, now do I forbid, I {dam Owerdo ! fit ſtill, 


I charge you. Cok. What, my Brother i Law! 


Gra. My wiſe Guardian! Eag. Fuftice Overdo 
Ju. It is time to take Enormity by the Forehead, and 
brand it ; for I have diſcover'd enough. 
| SCENE VI. 
To them 2uarhus (like the Madman) Purecraf? (a while 
after) Jobn, to them Trouble-all, Urſia, Nightingale. 
2uar. Nay, come Miſtreſs Bride, you muſt do as I do 
now. You muſt be mad with me, in Truth. I have here 
F uſtice Overdb for it. F uf. Peace, good Jrouble- all; come 
hither, and you ſhall trouble none. I will take the charge 
of you, and your Friend too, you alſo, young Man, ſhall 
be my Care, ſtand there. Eag Now Mercy upon -_ 
| _ 
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Kuoc. Would we were away, hit, theſe are dange- 
rous Vapours, beſt fall off with our Birds, for fear o' the 
Cage. Tu. Stay, is not my Name your Terror? 

Mit. Yeſh Faith Man, and it ifh for tat we would 
be gone Man. John. O Gentlemen! did you not ſee a 
Wife of mine? I ha' loſt my little Wife, as I ſhall' be 
truſted: my little pretty Vin, I left her at the great Wo- 
man's Houſe, in Truſt yonder, the Pig-woman's, with 
Captain Jordan, and Captain Mit, very good Men, and 
J cannot hear of her. Poor Fool, I fear'ſhe's ſtepp'd aſide. 
Mother, did you not fee Vin? 

Fuſ. If this grave Matron be your Mother, Sir, ſtand 
by her, Et digito compeſce labellum, J may perhaps ſpring 
. a Wife for you anon. Brother Bartholomew, I am ſadly 
ſorry to ſee you fo lightly given, and ſuch a D:/cip/e of 
Enormity, with your grave Governor Humphrey : but 
ftand you both there, in the middle place; | will repre- 
hend you in your courſe. Miſtreſs Grace, let me reſcue 
you out of the Hands of the Stranger. 

WVin-w. Pardon me, Sir, I am a Kinſman of her's. 

Juſ. Are you ſo ? of what Name, Sir ? 


Win-w. Win-wife, Sir. F uf. Maſter Win-wife? J hope 


you have won no Wife of her, Sir. If you have, I will 
examine the Poſſibility of it, at fit Leiſure. Now, to my 
Enormities : look upon me, O London and fee me, O 
Smithfield ; The Example of Fuſtice, and Mirror of Ma- 
giſtrates: the true Top of Formality, and Scourge of 
' Enormity. Hearken unto my Labcurs, and but obſerve 
my Diſcoveries ; and compare Hercules with me, if thou 
dar'ſt, of old; or Columbus; Magellan; or our Country- 
man Drae, of later times: ſtand forth, you Weeds of 
Enormity, and fpread. Firſt, Rabbi Buß, thou ſuper'u- 
natical Hypocrite ; next, thou other Extremity, tho” pro- 
phane Profeſſor of Puppetry, little better than Poetry; then 
thou ſtrong Debaucher, and Seducer of Youth ; witneſs 


this eaſy and honeſt young Man; now thou Efquire of 


Dames, Madams, and twelve-penny Ladies; now my 


green Madam herſelf, of the Price. Let me unmask your 


Ladyſbip Foh. O my Wife, my Wife, my Wife! 
Tuf. Is ſhe your Wife? Redae te Harpocratem ! 
Trou. By your Leave, ſtand by myMafters, be uncoyer'd. 


Ur/. 


P 
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Ur. O ſtay him, ſtay him, help to cry, Nightingale; 
my Pan, my Pan. Fuf. What's the Matter? . 
ig. He has ſtoln Gammar Ur/ia's Pan. 
Trou. Yes, and I fear no Man but Fuftice Overds. 
Juſ. Ur/ia? where is ſhe ? O the Sow of Enormity, 
this! welcome, ſtand you there, you Songſter, there. 
Ur. An' pleaſe your Worſhip, Jam in no Fault: A Gen- 
tleman ſtripp'd him in my Booth, and borrow'd his Gown, 
and his Hat; and he ran away with my Goods, here, for it. 
F uf. Then this is the true Madman, and you are the 
Enormity ! Quar. You are i' the right, I am mad, but 
from the Gown outward. /. Stand you there. | 
Luar, Where you pleaie, Sir. Over. O lend me a 
Baſon, I am ſick, | am fick ; where's Mr. Overdo? 
Bridget, call hither my Adam. Fuſ. How? 
Whit. Dy very owne Wife, i Fait, worſhipful Adam. 
Over. Will not my Adam come at me? ſhall J ſee 
him no more then? Quar. Sir, why do you not go on 
with the Enormity ? are you oppreſs'd with it? III help 
you: hark you, Sir, i' your Ear, your Innocent young Man, 
you have ta'en ſuch care of all this Day, is a Cutpurſe 3 
that hath got all your Brother Cokes's things, and help'd 
you to your Beating, and the Stocks ; if you have a mind 
to hang him now, and ſhew him your Wagi/ftrate's Wit, 
you may: but I ſhould think it were better recovering the 
Goods, and to ſave your Eſtimation in him. I thank you, 
Sir, for the Gift of your Yard, Mrs. Grace: look you, 
here is your Hand and Seal, by the way. Mr. Vinavife, 
give you Joy, you are Palemon, you are poſſeſs'd o' the 
Gentlewoman, but ſhe muſt pay me value, here's War- 
rant for it. And honeſt Madman, there's thy Gown and-<. 
Cap again; I thank thee for my Wife. Nay, I can be 
mad, Sweetheart, when I pleaſe, {till ; never fear me; And 
careful Numps, where's he? I thank him for my Licence, 
Waſp. How! Quar. Tis true, Numps. Waſp. I'll be 
hang'd then. 2uar. Look i' your Box, Numps, nay, Sir, 
ſtand not you fix'd here, like a Stake in Finſbury, to be 
ſhot at, or the Whipping-poſt i“ the Fair, but get your 
Wife out o' the Air, it will make her worſe elſe; and re- 
member you are but Adam, Fleſh and Blood! you have 
your Frailty ; forget your other Name of Overdo, and 
invite 
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invite us all to Supper. There you and I will compare 
our D:/coveries ; and drown the Memory of all Enormity 
in your biggeſt Bowl at home. | 

Cok. How now, Numps, ha? you loſt it? I warrant 
'twas when thou wert i the Stocks: why dot not ſpeak ? 

Waſp. J will never ſpeak while I live, again, for 
aught I know. | | 

Fu/. Nay, Humphrey, if I be patient, you muſt be 
ſo too; this pleaſant conceited Gentleman hath wrought 
upon my judgment, and prevail'd : I pray you take 
care of your ſick Friend, Miſtreſs Alice, and my good 
Friends all 2uer. And no Enormities. | 

Fuſ. J invite you home with me to my Houſe, to 
Supper : I will have none fear to go along, for my In- 
tents are Ad correctionem, non ad deftructionem; Ad ædi- 
ficandum, non ad diruendum : fo lead on. 

Cot. Yes, and bring the Actors along, we'll ha' the reſt 
© the Play at home. 


The EPILOGUE. 
OUR Majeſty hath ſeen the Play, and you 
Can beſt allow it from your Ear, and View. 
You know the Scope of Writers, and what flore 


Of Leave is given them, if they take not more, 
And turn it into Licence : you can tell 


Judge ( great Sir ) and nat 
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